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This book is for anyone who’s ever dreamed of finding THAT man, THAT 
crazy connection and is still searching. They say it’s around the corner, but 
which corner in our maze-like life is not well specified. 
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If anyone finds errors in my work, grammatical or otherwise, please don't 
post it in your reviews but reach out to me. I will be forever grateful for 
that. 


hello@paulinaiankanebooks.com 
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This story contains dark themes and potential triggers, including but not 
limited to: 


degradation, praise, pleasure/pain, rough sexual situation; scene discussion 
and imagery regarding murder, children abuse and rape, drug addiction; 
talking about experimentation and torture on children, explicit language, 
and more. There is torture (of very bad people) with very bloody, gory, 
disturbing (for some) scenes throughout the book. There’s a small reference 
to homophobia. 


Please keep these potential triggers in mind, as your mental health is of the 
utmost importance. 


Rami’s condition, which I call sensory numbness, doesn’t really exist. The 
way I describe it can be seen as artistic license. 


Emotional numbness, on the other hand, is very real, and can be caused by 
trauma or stress. 
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THE SEVEN FOSTER BROTHERS NAMED 
AFTER THE ANGELS OF WRATH 


One, Michael “Mike” Bear-Stone 
Two, Raphael “Raph” Bear-Stone 
Six, Raguel “Rague” Carver 
Three, Ramiel “Rami” Masters 
Uriel “Uri” Mahoe 

Gabriel “Gabe” Reed 


Sariel “Sari” Bear-Stone 


MOTHERS: 


Doc. Megan Katherine Bear 


Agent Linda Stone 


OTHERS: 


Oliver “Ollie” Carver, Rague’s husband 
Sully Carver, Ollie’s brother 
Brad, Sully’s best friend 


Lori Boone, Ollie’s best friend 
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1. Kids and pets always have to be protected 

2. Be one hundred percent sure the donor deserves it 
3. No revenge kills alone 

4. Ask your bros for help 

5. Let your anchor keep you grounded (Michael’s) 

6. Sex is the best de-stress there is...and cake (Ollie’s) 
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TWENTY-ONE YEARS AGO 


Project: Blood Assassin 
Subject: Three 

Day: 640 

Time: 15:45 


The isolation of all the subjects has begun to yield the desired results. 


Subject Three's response to our methods has morphed into a full-body 
shutdown. 


The subject’s coping mechanism for dealing with distress has turned Three 
physically and mentally unresponsive. It could be temporary. Or could 
create long-lasting consequences, such as emotional dysregulation and 
complete numbing, which would be in our favor. Emotional disconnection is 
part of our goal. 


Yesterday’s waterboarding methods did not seem to work the way we 
expected. Three experienced cardiac arrest, and we had to use a 
defibrillator to revive the subject. 


Today, we will try one more time with electric shock. I am curious to see if 
the subject’s physical numbness has progressed. It could be turned to our 
advantage, as the subject’s total mental detachment has been. 


Though Three’s indifference has reached a complete disinterest in most 
things, the subject gives a slight reaction when witnessing violence. It is a 
good starting point. 


Three’s unwillingness to eat is becoming quite annoying. We will have to 
switch IV fluids with tube feedings if the subject keeps avoiding food. 


We will continue stimulating Three’s body until the subject’s mind gives us a 
stronger reaction. We will have to use harsher methods and different 
approaches, probably closer to what we employ with Subject Five. 


I’m confident we are on the right path. 
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PRESENT DAY 


March showed up, bringing a strong wind with it. The dead skeletal tree’s 
branches keep trembling almost ominously under the hazy sky, the sun 
giving its daily goodbye from behind the run-down buildings. I slide my 
gloved hand through my wavy reddish-brown locks, trying to tuck a few 
strands of hair behind my ear. It’s not easy. I might let it grow more. 


I shift in the car seat and check myself in the rearview mirror. My beard 
looks a bit feral now. It’s been months since I last touched it up. The hair 
has reached down my neck and over my cheek line. The nicknames my 
brothers like to call me pop into my head: Dumbledore, Cast Away, Big 
Lebowski. Maybe the time has come to shave it. 


I grab my tumbler that reads fresh out of fucks and ducks from the cup 
holder and take a sip of whatever is inside as my eyes once again focus on 
the gray brick building on the opposite side and down the road. 


“Serena, darling, read the heat signatures on the second floor again. Any 
change?” I ask my AI assistant. The mic on the black bracelet around my 
wrist allows me to talk to her, and the microchip inside my ear to hear her. 


“Give me a moment,” she replies. The familiarity of hearing her sweet 
voice has the power to calm me down. “Still four heat signatures.” 


Stakeouts are always a bore. I usually have one of my brothers to joke 
around with, but today, I don’t feel like my jesting-self. I need some peace 
and quiet, and what better place than this old, inconspicuous van while 
keeping an eye on my target, which my brothers and I refer to as a donor. 
I’m looking forward to working on him—and when I say work, I mean 
make him pay...with blood. His blood. It might sound wrong according to 
our societal norms, but society-shmociety. 


After what I and my six foster brothers endured when we were kids, I 
believe that wanting to purge pestilential evil from the world is a 
consequential side effect which can’t be denied. 


Plus, it feels fucking good. 


I was five when I was abducted and then experimented on for years— 
together with six other kids, my foster brothers, blood brothers, just 
annoying bros: Raph, Michael, Rague, Uri, Sari and Gabe. Until our foster 
mothers, Linda and Meg, saved us and tried to raise us to be respectable, 
self-sufficient individuals. On the surface, we are suitable by society’s 
standards. But if you look deeper, we are all really fucked up in one way or 
another. 


I always thought, though, that all the pain we suffered gave us a purpose. 
And I’m going to fulfill it once again very soon. The donor I’m waiting for 
calls himself a hitman. But he’s just a sick fuck who enjoys torturing and 
killing his victims’ loved ones in front of them. I’m going to ask him a few 
questions very soon. I might use the bush hammer and some rusted nails to 
loosen his tongue. Or even better, those new shiny, pain-giver-looking pliers 
I bought. 


“Two heat signatures are exiting the building.” Serena’s voice drags me out 
of my gory fantasies. 


And there he is, the sick fuck, taking his last walk. He’s with another guy. 


“Serena, use the pharmacy camera on the next block to get a facial 
recognition of the other man. And check if he has a criminal record.” 


My AI uses a super-advanced facial recognition system which finds every 
recognizable image of the person it’s searching for on several databases 
through an algorithm I created. 


“On it, Daddy.” 


Daddy. Fucking Michael! If my bro Raph, Michael’s husband, wasn’t a 
psychopath ready to kill anyone who touches him, I’d have unleashed my 
tech terrorism on Michael months ago. But I have to settle for teasing and 
annoying him—both of them—to death. He told Serena that I was her father 
since I created her, and my virtual assistant accepted the suggestion and 
started calling me Daddy, which makes me cringe every single time. 


Serena is indeed my baby—if I’d had one in my teens because that’s when I 
started working on her. She came to really exist on the four hundred and 
sixty-fifth trial test. Yes, I’m a persistent fucker. She is a knowledge AI, a 
powerful amalgamation of artificial intelligence and knowledge 
management principles. She can create novel approaches using existing 
trends and evolve and develop through thought reinforcement learning. In 
layman’s terms: she’s smart, intuitive, and efficient, with the ability to 
analyze vast amounts of different data in real time and uncover valuable 
insights that help me grandly with my family’s bloody side business. 


“Marcus Gene Baker, thirty-five years old, younger brother of your donor, 
August Gene Baker. He has three arrest warrants for assault, battery 
charges, and four misdemeanors for breaking and entering. I have his home 
address, business address, and records for all known associates.” She’s also 
fucking fast. 


“Where does he work?" 
“He’s employed at Barnabas and Sal.” 


“Why does that name sound familiar?” I slightly pull on my beard; it helps 
me think. 


“Its a bookie organization. Marcus Gene Baker has been working as a debt 
collector for Kyle Barnabas and Pete Salpinsky for five years and eleven 
days.” 


It’s a pity this kind of gambling business is legal in Illinois, I could have 
gotten rid of Marcus as well through proper police channels. 


“Hack his phone, please, and try to find out from old calls and texts where 
they’re going,” I tell her, getting out of the van and starting to slowly follow 
them. They’re so fucking loud, I can hear what they are saying. 


“That bitch sucked me so good, I might go for seconds later. Fucking love 
young junkie sluts,” Marcus says. 


“You were so damn loud, I thought you were dying in there! You can try to 
choke her with your tiny prick while I pound her pussy when we come 
back.” August lets out an eager, disgusting grunt. 


“Fuck you, Auggie! We’ll both nail her, and then she’ll tell you who’s got 
the bigger dick. Me!” 


I’m tempted to get rid of both of them now—an eye for an eye and all that. 
But I’m pretty sure my donor wouldn’t give a fuck if I unlive his own 
brother in front of him. 


“Serena, after I secure the donor, make a couple of anonymous phone calls 
to the police telling them you heard a young woman screaming from the 
apartment the two brothers came from.” 


“Will do.” 


After a few more interminable minutes, I’m saved from listening to more 
sickening chatter by Serena. “The Baker brothers are going to a pub called 
Smith’s two blocks away from your current position. Reason unknown.” 


Damn it. If they are meeting people there, I might need to wait longer. I 
wish I could grab the donor now, but there’s too many people around. 
“Something else?” 


“Smith’s makes five-star spicy chicken wings. Should I add it to the 
restaurants you’d like to try?” she asks. 


Serena, being an AI, goes after the correlation between two things, not the 
logic behind the facts. It makes me smile how incredibly complex she is, a 


proficient, self-correcting machine, and at the same time, still so innocently 
simple. 


“Thank you, darling.” 


The brothers stop in front of the Irish pub, and after another distasteful joke, 
they enter inside. Rock music and chatter float outside for a few seconds 
until the heavy wooden door closes behind them. I’m swallowed by silence 
and darkness in the small alley in front of the pub. I can clearly see the 
entrance from this position and rest my right shoulder on the brick wall. 


“Serena, is there any camera you can hack into to keep an eye on the pub?” 


“T have access to the one on the back exit and the one on the front. Do you 
want me to access the one in the alleyway on the side also?” 


“Yes.” I grab my phone, and the three feeds appear on the screen after a few 
seconds. They are black and white and grainy, but clear enough to recognize 
my donor when the shithead decides to come out. 


There are few people in the pub. I can see them smiling and drinking 
through the large windows. 


“Do you want me to call for backup?” Serena asks me after a while. 


“No, I can take them.” I pat my jacket, feeling the long knife strapped to my 
side and the brass knucks in the pocket. 


But I still need to call Gabe since it’s his turn to help me discard the body. 
Oh joy! My brother is a robotic fucker. Stiff, humorless, emotionless. 
Unsurprisingly, he’s a lawyer. 


He answers after the first ring. “What do you want?” His monotone voice is 
irksome. 


“C-3PO, is this how you always answer your phone, or is it a special fuck- 
you reply just for me?” 


Predictably, silence follows my teasing. 


“Its your turn.” I sigh. 


“Are you sure?” I hear paper rustling on his side. Does he ever stop 
working? I’m pretty confident his phone has fossilized to his hand. 


“Yes. Ariel did it last time.” 
“Ariel?” he absently asks. 


“Uri.” Uriel, our brother’s full name sounds like Ariel, the Disney sea chick, 
and it’s hilarious. But of course, I get nothing from Gabe. “Fuck, remind me 
to remove the John Hancock antenna out of your ass later,” I taunt him. 


“Who’s the donor?” he asks. We can talk freely on our phones, I cyclically 
secure all our lines. 


“August Gene Baker, a hitman who enjoys killing his victims’ families, 
partners, and friends in front of them before giving them the same 
treatment.” 


I hear the grinding of teeth, the only sign that Gabe has a heart—a very tiny, 
barely-beating one. 


“Where are you?” 

“T’ll send you my position. I’m waiting for the donor to leave a pub,” I 
reply. 

“A pub? How many is he with?” Gabe continues. 

“Don’t know. Entered with his brother, don’t have eyes on him.” 

“Don’t do crazy you. I’m coming.” 

Like his words would stop me. I snort. “Crazy me?” 

“Yes.” 

“What’re you talking about?” I might know what he’s talking about. 


“Let’s see... You and that escaped bear at the Lincoln Park Zoo.” And there 
it IS. 


“They were starving her. I just gave her some nightly out-of-the-cage time.” 
I respect bears tremendously. I mean, they can look all cuddly and kill you 


at the same time. 
“The Navy Pier stroll on top of the Ferris wheel,” Gabe keeps going. 


“T needed a different point of view to clear my head.” And that stroll gave it 
to me; I nailed my donor...right in the head. 


“Almost stabbing Uri three days ago...at Millennium Park!” 


“Near Millennium Park. Nobody saw. And we had a bet, he was supposed 
to give me his shirt since he lost. He refused. A bet is sacred,” I retort with a 
scoff. 


“The evidence is piling up, Rami. There’s recklessness, and there’s 
foolishness.” His toneless voice vexes me even more. 


Fucker! I’m not unhinged. I’m a bit...impulsive. I can give him that. But I 
always plan ahead if there’s someone else involved. When it’s just me... 
well, who cares? Fuck, I hope the donor comes out with some friends, an 
uneven fight always makes me feel alive. Any kind of fight really. That and 
fucking. 


“Serena texted you the van's location and mine.” 
“Got them. Be there in thirty.” 


“Bring some puffs,” I tell him. My stomach is growling. But he just hangs 
up. Fucking cold! I won’t hold my breath for the puffs. 


Ten minutes later, I’m about to say fuck it and drag the damn donor out by 
his neck when the door of the pub opens again and a fucking dream in 
denim-clad, thick legs comes out. 


He looks like dessert. A dark chocolate soufflé with a molten hot lava core. 


I can imagine all the smooth, inky skin over those powerful biceps and hard 
pecs, under the gray Henley he’s wearing. No jacket, like he radiates 
enough warmth as it is. 


A bear. He’s a dark grizzly bear, slightly soft around his lower torso with a 
very, very promising bulge in the front of his jeans. He’s walking slowly but 
confidently, taking his time. Every step exudes a silent, dangerous 


dominance and an incredible toughness. My dick gives a half-hearted throb 
with each stride. 


“Serena, who the fuck is that?” I clear my throat. “I mean, find out what 
you can about the grizzly man who just stepped out of the pub.” 


“On it.” 


I’m bulky and brawny, it’s not easy to find guys bigger than me. And I bet 
this specimen of a bear can show me new roads to climax city with those 
large hands and hopefully impressive dick. Mine twitches hot and heavy at 
the visual. 


My dirty line of thought is shoved aside when the Baker brothers come out 
of Smith’s—and start following my grizzly. They are not subtle about it 
either. 


The bear stops for three long seconds, seemingly lost into his thoughts, and 
without looking back he resumes his slow walk, turning into the alley near 
the pub. 


My donor slides a hand under his jacket. My eyes catch a flash of metal 
from his gun barrel shining under the streetlamp before it’s swallowed by 
the thick darkness of the alley. 


I move without thinking. My footsteps pick up speed. The black mouth of 
the alley is a few feet away. It’s a perfect place for an attack. Why did 
Grizzly walk in there? I’m pretty sure he knows they are following him. 


I slow down when I reach the alleyway’s entrance and I am quickly cloaked 
in the gloom as well. I strain my eyes, needing a few seconds to adjust to 
the dim light coming from the pub’s side door. But I can hear Grizzly's 
gravelly voice just fine. 


“Keep following me, and it’ll end badly for you.” His warning is met with 
the brothers’ laughter and the pointing of the gun at his back. 


Bear Man’s body suddenly gives a half spin and snatches the hitman’s wrist 
with his left hand. He squeezes so tightly that the gun falls to the ground 
with a noisy clatter. Then the unmistakable sound of bone breaking comes. 
August’s grunt seems to shake his brother out of his shock, lurching him 


toward Grizzly, his fist flying through the air. Grizzly takes a light step to 
the side, avoiding the punch, and without letting go of the other guy’s 
broken wrist, he brings his boot up hard into the man’s midsection, shoving 
him back toward me. 


Fuck yeah. Love a man who can fight. 


He lets out a cock-hardening, angry growl before gripping the hitman’s 
neck and slamming him face-first into the wall so hard, his skull makes a 
disturbing crack—music to my ears. August groans, his uninjured hand 
pressing against the unforgiving bricks in front of him. 


Stepping in close, Grizzly demands alarmingly slowly, “Who are you?” 


“Fuck you!” the hitman responds while his brother is still whining in the 
fetal position on the hard ground. Shouldn’t debt collectors be tough 
fuckers? What a joke! 


My eyes focus back on my grizzly. He’s holding both the hitman’s wrists in 
one hand behind his back, and with the other he grabs his hair hard and 
smashes his face twice on the wall. The sudden arrival of two guys behind 
me halts my smile at the sight of the fresh red blood against the gray bricks. 


“What the fuck! Marcus?” One of them recognizes the younger brother now 
kneeling a few feet from me. 


“What’s going on?” the other one asks, looking from me to Grizzly. 


That’s when his eyes fully fall on me for the first time. They meet mine for 
only a couple of seconds, but damn, it is like diving into a sea of rich, 
smooth coffee. It makes me want to lick my lips and put them to work 
around whatever he hides in those jeans, if only to discover what shade of 
dark brown those chestnut pools reach when in ecstasy. 


Later. 


I turn to the two newcomers and plaster a happy-creepy Joker smile on my 
face. “Would you help a guy with his daily training?” 


They look at me with confused expressions. I hate when my quotes fall flat. 


Using a good-natured tone, I ask them, “Oh sorry, are you here for a 
quickie? That spot looks quite cozy.” I point at the brightest place in the 
alley, enjoying the understanding and consequent anger filling the two 
guys’ eyes. Not angry enough, though. 


“Don’t mind if I watch, right? I might have a twenty if you give a nice 
show.” I pat my pockets like I’m searching for money. 


“Tm gonna crush your face, you deviant fag, and break all the bones in 
your body,” the guy on the left hisses at me, while the other hits his hand 
with his fist in a very lame, bully-like gesture that isn’t nearly as 
intimidating as he wants it to be. 


“How about my dick? Too homophobic to even say the word?” I snort when 
both of them automatically glance at it. I might hear a derisive grunt come 
from Grizzly behind me. 


Mmm, I think I have a possibility there. Wishful thinking? A guy can 
always dream. 


“Darling, prioritize a background on these two fuckers, and please get the 
feed of this from the alley’s camera.” Need to check my moves when I get 
home later. 


“Got it,” Serena promptly replies in my ear. 
“Who the fuck are you talking to?” the blond guy on the right spits out. 


“To the voice in my head. It would be rude not to answer back, don’t you 
think?” 


“Crazy asshole!” 


I slide my gloved fingers into my left pocket and through the metal knucks’ 
holes. My other hand grabs the knife handle from the side of my jacket, and 
the long blade appears between me and the two fuckers, quickly catching 
their attention. 


“This crazy asshole is ready to fillet both of you.” I make a brief feint at 
them, smiling even bigger when they lurch excessively out of the reach of 
the blade, their fists balling up in fury. Faces turning even redder. 


I swing the knife, forcing them back another step, then I twist it to grab it 
by the handle, blade against my skin, parallel to my forearm. I can almost 
feel the coldness and hardness of the metal pressing against my arm. 


The adrenaline is doing its work, taking away the perpetual numbness 
blanketing my body. The slightly chilly spring air is suddenly enveloping 
me, and I welcome it with open arms—figuratively. Not going to be a 
punching bag for these idiots. 


I’m aware of the weight of my coat across my shoulders, the press of my 
boots into the dirty ground, the heft of my cell in my jeans pocket, the hard 
texture of the brass knucks around my fist. 


In a perfect Bruce Lee move, I invite them to bring it, moving two fingers 
toward myself. The right one lets out a Viking-like roar and throws a right 
hook at me. I manage to get out of the way and avoid his left fist as well, 
twisting my torso to one side then the other. I bend my knees, cock my left 
arm back, and then hit the guy’s solar plexus with the hard handle of my 
knife three times before hitting his chin with the brass knucks. 


I register the warmth of his skin, the roughness of his stubble, and the 
heaviness of his jaw against my hand as his head snaps back. Perhaps I hear 
a crack of a tooth or two, but I don’t have time to savor it, because the other 
guy is quickly on me. I ward off his kick, and grabbing his leg, I spin him 
around and bring up my steel-toed boot against his back, making him 
crumble heavily onto the concrete. 


That was easy. Damn it! 


Serena starts the brief background of the two men, “You’re fighting against 
Douglas Shane, the blond, and John Steed, the brunet, both arrested four 
times for hate crimes, but released.” Not really surprised by the accusation 
or the release. Our justice system is mostly a joke. “They were incarcerated 
twice for harassment and coercion. Now both are on parole. They work 
together with Marcus Baker at Barnabas and Sal.” 


Douglas tries to stand up, but I deliver a couple of forceful kicks to his side 
while John is still on his knees, shaking his head. My grizzly is where I left 
him, pinning the hitman to the wall. I can feel his eyes on me. Hot and 
steady. Observing. 


I squat on top of Douglas, and gripping his blond, thinning, but surprisingly 
soft hair, I haul his head back. The metallic scent of blood fills the air. His 
nose is bleeding from the hit he took from the fall, and I bring down the 
handle of my knife on it just to make sure it’s really broken. 


More red on his face equals more joy in my heart. 


“You just had your ass kicked, Douglas, by—and the right term is—a real 
man. Congratulations!” I tell him with a ridiculing tone while looming on 
top of him. 


“How do you know my...name?” 


His elbow suddenly hits me in the ribs, and the pain? It’s so damn good. But 
knowing it was delivered by a scumbag like him? Takes away part of the 
enjoyment. 


Keeping my position on top of him, I grab his arm and twist it roughly 
before shifting my knife and pressing it to his throat. 


“I know many things about you. The rest... I can easily find out.” I push the 
blade to his neck, hearing him almost squick when it slightly cuts the skin. 
“One more assault, harassment, or weird look to any person, queer or not, 
and I?ll come back and finish you and your friend, John. Am I clear?” 


“Y-yes,” he chokes out. 


I can feel him trembling under me. I can smell his blood, almost taste it on 
my tongue. It’s, as always, exhilarating. Holding my prey captive awakens 
that old rush, that need to feel, that sense of freedom. I still don’t 
understand this part of myself. Even Meg, my renowned psychiatrist foster 
mother, has no real explanation. 


The mind is a powerful and mysterious weapon. I stopped trying to 
decipher it and decided to just enjoy these full but brief moments of sensory 
completeness. 


Removing the knife from his neck, I smash his head on the ground. I stand 
up and turn just in time to catch a punch to the cheek. He was so loud I 
could have avoided the blow, but I didn’t want to. The iron taste invades my 


mouth, making me smile like a loon at the younger Baker brother. I’m 
anticipating the fun I’ll soon experience at turning him to a pulp. 


“Show me whatcha got, debt collector.” 


He raises his brother’s gun at me; he must have picked it up from the 
ground. 


“How do you...? Why the fuck are you smiling? Eager to meet your 
creator?” he barks. Gun does beat knife. But I still have my exceptional, 
intellectual genius. 


“Just happy to see him.” I point at his left, pretending to look at someone. 
The moron automatically glances that way, and I take the opportunity to 
grab the pistol while hitting his wrist with the bottom of the knife’s handle, 
forcing him to let go. 


While he’s still moaning, I click the safety on and toss the gun at Grizzly. 
He catches it midair and slides it in the back of his jeans. Never wished to 
be an inanimate object before. There’s a first time for everything. 


“Guess my creator has to wait a little longer.” My statement earns a killer 
glower from Marcus. 


“Fuuuuck! Easy to gloat with that fucking sword in your hand,” he spits 
out, cracking his neck. Didn’t he aim a pistol at me a few seconds ago? 


“Tt still won’t be fair for you. But I feel generous today.” I sheathe the knife 
back in my leather coat. 


A sudden breeze ruffles my hair and brushes my beard. I’m fucking 
invigorated, and not even the smell of piss and trash plaguing the alley can 
take me down from this high. 


“Do your worst and let me look good.” I wink at him and tilt my head 
toward Bear Man. “Is he looking at me?” I stage whisper, and I can clearly 
hear a snort from my grizzly this time. 


“Fucking scum! PII kill both of you,” he screams. 


“You lasted less than a minute before with Grizzly there. Hmm. Wonder if 
you’re the same with your partners. Stamina is pretty important.” 


My taunt works, and he charges at me, blinded by his stupid pride. His big 
shoulder hits me fully in the torso, making me back up a step. It hurts like a 
bitch, especially when he starts punching my sides. But damn, I’m here for 
it! 


I lock my arm around his head and deliver a hard left to his nose with my 
brass knucks, followed by an elbow between his shoulders. As soon as his 
arms let go of me, I knee him in the balls, cringing at his agonized oomph. 
That kind of pain, I don’t want to feel. 


I push him back and land a full, heavy-handed bitch slap on his cheek. His 
face snaps to the side, and I make it turn the other way with a mean hook to 
his temple, and finally another one to his stomach. He bumps right into 
Grizzly, who’s not happy about it. And he shows it with a quick, forceful 
thrust, headbutting him onto the ground once again. 


We exchange another long stare. My bear man doesn’t look afraid of me. 
Taller and stronger, why would he be? He seems alert, wary and curious, 
perhaps. 


His hair is shaved short, his nose important, and a light stubble covers his 
cheeks. His body is powerful perfection. He’s the living embodiment of 
desire, radiating sex vibes my way, creating an incredible, balls-deep 
attraction. I’m fucking ready to be played with like a damn puppet. 


“Who are you?” he asks with that gruff voice, which I’ve already stored in 
my head for my slap and tickle times. Those large, juicy lips could easily 
send me to the moon and back. 


The hitman’s body jerks against the wall. 


“You’re strangling him too much. His lips are turning blue. That’s my 
pleasure you’re taking away.” Would you be interested in another kind of 
pleasure? I almost utter. But no, it’s too premature. 


He frowns at me, but slightly releases the donor’s neck with his deliciously 
dark eyes still on me. 


“You shouldn’t scowl so much. Yov’ll give yourself a headache.” I bite my 
lower lip in a flirty way, but then I remember my long beard covering my 
mouth. It really is time to give it a shave. 


“T don’t ask twice,” he warns me. Cute...and hot as fuck. 


Yes, sir. My dick stands to attention. “I’m just an interested fella. The 
shithead you’re holding? I’ll take him off your hands if you don’t mind. 
You have about five minutes to interrogate him. I’ll leave you the little 
brother, though.” I point at Marcus coughing with his face on the cement. 


I expect more questions or a belligerent attitude. But instead, he turns to the 
hitman, spins him, and slowly slides him up the wall until they are face to 
face. My donor is not muscular, but is not scrawny either, and Bear Man 
easily lifts him almost three feet off the ground. 


My grizzly has just turned up the heat inside of me to blazing. Can’t stop 
thinking if he can do the same thing to me...hand around my throat, biceps 
bulging while he makes me take it, bouncing on his cock. 


Hell, the desire twists tightly inside my guts. 
“Talk,” he growls in the donor’s face. But he gets no response. 


“May I?” I ask him, taking a couple of slow steps his way with my hands 
up, palms showing. 


His gaze flicks between my eyes and then slides down my body, surely 
measuring me. But what it really does is start a tingling sensation in my 
balls. His eyes stop on my fingerless gloves. People usually look at them, 
thinking they’re a fashion choice, and maybe they became that with time. It 
certainly grew into a collection. I can admit that they’ve turned into an ever- 
present part of my ensembles. 


Grizzly moves slightly back, and despite the long foot between us, I can 
feel his warmth caressing my side. His rich, slightly smoky scent enters my 
nostrils, and damn, I wish I could just bathe in it. 


I focus on the donor, and raising my hand, I flick my middle finger hard on 
his forehead—it always helps waking my brother, Uri, up when he falls 
asleep on the sofa inside the base. And it works like a charm this time as 
well. 


The donor groans. His hand shoots to the fingers around his neck, and when 
his eyes focus on us, he weakly and with great effort hisses, “Fuck...you.” 


“Get in the very long line, shithead,” I retort, taking a step back. “Four 
minutes and counting,” I address Grizzly. 


He grits his teeth but turns to the guy. “I’m going to ask you three 
questions.” The donor has the foolish idea of trying to hit my bear's face 
with a weak punch, which ends in a loud scream when the Grizzly breaks 
his other wrist. 


I check the idiots on the ground to see if the painful screech has prompted 
them into action. Douglas has disappeared, must have run away, while the 
other two are still down. 


I look at my bear again when he goes back to talking. “And you will give 
me the right answers, or you’ll sing like one of those kids in the church 
choir.” His big hand moves to the front of the donor’s pants and tightens on 
his...family jewels. 


Old school, but effective. I’?d have used my foot, although in his position, 
it’d have been kind of awkward. 


That reminds me, I have my yoga lesson on Tuesday. 


“Fuuuuck!” August tilts his head up and lets out a choked sound, both his 
arms limp at his sides. 


“First question. Who are you?” 

The donor tightens his lips, and Grizzly’s fingers do the same...south. 
“Abhhhbh! Auggie Baker.” 

Satan, he’s a disgrace to all the hitmen in the world. 


Bear Man seems to ponder the donor’s words for a few seconds. “Baker. Do 
you know a Molly Baker?” His hand squeezes some more. 


“Yeeeees!” 


I take out my phone, and entering inside my database, I tap in the name of 
the woman, cross-referencing with August Gene Baker and his brother, 
Marcus, as well. Bingo! 


“Tt’s his doofus brother’s wife.” I aim my thumb at Marcus. 


Grizzly looks at the prone body on the ground. “I thought I saw that flat ass 
before. So, this is what? Some stupid revenge on the guy who was paid to 
take pictures of your brother’s cheating habits by his wife?” 


“Ex-wife,” I correct him. Yep, the divorce was final three months ago. 


“Ex-wife,” Grizzly surprisingly repeats, turning his curious eyes on me and 
then my phone. 


I puff out my chest like a peacock. Maybe I’m showboating a bit, but I 
fucking want him, and I’m still not sure if the feeling is reciprocated. What 
am I thinking? Of course it is. 


“Gabe is a minute away,” Serena lets me know. 


“You’re dead! Dead meat,” the hitman grunts, smiling menacingly at 
Grizzly. My hacker senses start to tingle. I’m pretty sure he knows he’|l be 
the one doing the dying tonight, so what’s with the certainty filling his 
voice? 


Then again, who wouldn’t want the person who’s turning their balls into dry 
raisins dead? 


A black van stops right at the entrance of the alley. I see Gabe’s face peek 
through the open window. His five-hundred-dollar haircut and tailored 
black button-up shirt and suit jacket are such a contrast to the battered 
vehicle. 


His gray eyes take in the situation: the two guys on the ground, my grizzly 
squeezing my donor’s nuts, and me standing with my arms crossed a couple 
of feet away. 


“Who tried to fix your face?” he teases me with his flat voice, glancing at 
the bruise that is surely forming under my eye. The pain is slowly 
disappearing. Now that the fight is over, the numbness is taking control of 
my body again, but it will disappear as soon as I start taking care of my 
donor. The rush from torturing him will make me fully feel again. 


“Idiot number two on the ground,” I reply. 


“Who’s the big guy?” My foster brother looks at my bear. 


“Grizzly, the...victim.” 
“Grizzly?” Bear Man repeats, lifting a dark brow at me. 


“Do you prefer Bear Man? Bears have a very high IQ on top of the 
superhuman physical strength,” I let him know. 


“Doesn’t look like a victim to me, or a bear,” Gabe interjects. He’s staring 
at him a little too intensely. Either he wants to kill him or fuck him. Since 
my bro is supposedly asexual—being a robot and all—it must be the first 
one. I can’t let that happen, though. Not before discovering what he’s hiding 
inside those tight jeans. 


“Time is up, Bear Man. Kindly release the shithead.” My lips turn up 
slightly, and I give him a relaxed expression, but my body is tensing, ready 
to fight if he doesn’t oblige. I almost wish he wouldn’t. Feeling all that raw 
power under my fingers would definitely keep my senses alive. 


His deep gaze is on Gabe for a few seconds too long. Then he turns it to me, 
still no fear in his eyes, but inquisitiveness and a hint of interest—or that’s 
what I’m telling myself. 


He suddenly lets go of the donor’s neck, and the guy crumbles to the 
ground like a bag of potatoes, wheezing and gasping. I lift my foot and 
stomp my sole on his face, making him go to sleep. 


“Good choice. Thank you.” I give Bear Man a big smile, hoping he can see 
my white teeth through the beard, and proceed to haul the donor over my 
shoulder. I can detect a faint smell of alcohol coming out of him, but I 
barely feel his weight on me. My senses are almost gone. 


I walk to the back of the van, and after opening the doors, I 
unceremoniously throw the donor inside. Gabe is waiting there with a 
tranquilizer, which he injects in the donor’s neck before going back to the 
driver’s seat. 


I’m closing the doors when I feel Grizzly behind me. 


“What do you want with him?” He glances at the donor’s body. He’s an 
inch from invading my personal space, and I wish I could smell his sweet, 
smoky scent with a hint of tobacco again. 


“He...owes us something.” Information and samples of his DNA, and more 
if my researcher brother, Sari, says so. 


“You aren’t going to tell me who you are, are you?” 
I also love a perceptive man. 


“Next time, perhaps.” I need to know more about my bear first. P1 never 
put my family in danger. 


“So sure about a next time?” he counters. 

“Don’t you believe in fate?” I ask, moving to the passenger door. 
He growls a no. 

“How about coincidence?” 


“If we meet again, it won’t be a coincidence.” That’s for sure because I’m 
going to make it happen. 


“Einstein said, ‘coincidence is God’s way to remain anonymous.’” 
“God.” He makes it sound more like a curse than a deity. Interesting. 


“In what do you believe, then?” My hand hovers over the door handle as I 
find myself waiting for his answer. 


“We create our own path.” 


I hear a huff coming from inside the car. I must have imagined it; Gabe 
never reacts to anything. 


“You mean, we freely choose one of the paths that fate shows us?” I fuck 
with him a bit. 


“We decide where to go,” he clarifies with a steady, deep gaze before 
turning around and walking toward the bodies on the ground. 


“Some of us are forced in a certain direction,” I retort. We were after what 
happened to us. 


“There’s always a choice.” But is there? He stops near Marcus Baker, and 
after grabbing a fistful of his hair, he pulls him up, making him grunt. 


I pocket the nuggets of information Grizzly offered me about himself. It’s 
the small, imperceptible details lying in the different shades of gray that 
shed some light on the essence of a person. 


Information is the most powerful weapon. I should know, as a hacker and a 
fact addict—if that’s even a thing. I specifically look for evidence of evil in 
people, and with my cyber skills I can dig rabbit-hole deep. In Grizzly’s life 
as well. 


“We were never here.” I put as much warning in my tone as I can. 


“Nobody was.” He punches Marcus in the face and then steps on his hand, 
pressing his shoe hard to the ground. 


Good. We understand each other. 


I get inside the van but cannot resist looking at him one last time. The alley 
is poorly lit, but his eyes are still like a punch in the gut. They are solely 
focused on me. Giving me such a thrill. 


It’s one of those things in life that can turn into a wild addiction. 


“I have the background on the grizzly man,” Serena lets me know, but I’m 
too immersed in his stare to give her a reply. 


Gabe starts the van, and whatever spell those black pools cast on me is 
broken. I salute my bear and don’t look in the rearview mirror as we drive 
away. 


Although, I feel his dark gaze on me long after he’s disappeared from my 
sight. 
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The base. 


This is where the magic happens. Where our family side business takes 
place—mostly the bloody part. 


But also, the research. Sari has his Dr. Frankenstein lab here, next to my 
Matrix corner. Then there’s a nice lounge with a big kitchen and a TV area, 
where right now Uri is taking a nap on one of the large sofas. Uri is here so 
much yov’d think he hates his house, which is damn impossible since it’s 
on Lake fucking Michigan. But Sari is here and Uri tends to be very 
protective of him. 


Sari is the gentlest and sweetest of us seven, and we bros do shield him 
from time to time. But Uri’s sociopathic, guard dog tendencies skirt the 
smothering limit. Lately, it has made Sari huff and kick him out of the lab a 
couple of times—which is entertaining to see, like a kitty pawing at a Great 
Dane. If he only knew how closely Uri keeps an eye on him... What would 
he do? I was certain before, but now? After seeing Sari stand up to him? 
Not so much. 


I’m staring at the few errant pine needles gathered in small piles in the back 
garden outside the floor-to-ceiling window when Sari’s voice reaches me. 


“I got all the DNA I need from the donor. Here.” His long, delicate fingers 
are holding an ice pack. His light blue eyes are filled with worry, but a 


small, understanding smile tilts his lips. His black hair is tied in a long braid 
falling down his delicate shoulder. “It will reduce the puffiness.” 


Not the ache. From the way he phrased the sentence, I can infer that he 
knows I’m numb again and therefore not even going to feel the coldness on 
my skin. 


“Thanks.” I grab the ice pack, being careful not to touch his fingers, and 
press it under my eye. 


“Do you remember if you were hurt anywhere else?” His words remind me 
why it is dangerous for me to fight. Because the pain turns numb after the 
fight is over, and I can’t know how serious my wounds are, not without a 
medical check. 


I shake my head and the sudden grim thoughts away. “I’m fine.” 
“You got blood on your gloves,” Sari lets me know. 


“Tt’s not mine.” Damn it! I should have taken them off before fighting, but 
Pd been so taken by my grizzly that now I have to get rid of them. Never 
keep evidence that can link you to a place or a donor. I should add it to 
Linda’s code, the one our foster mother gave us when we started our family 
side business. And since Michael and Ollie, Rague’s husband, added their 
input to it...I guess I can too. 


“Two against one should be child’s play for you. Were you too bloodthirsty 
and got socked in the face?” Linda stops in front of me with a proud smirk 
on her face. Her tiny persona and perfectly styled blond hair suggest a 
normal-ish, sweet sixty-year-old person, but her mischievous eyes and 
predatory saunter tell another, be-crazy-careful story. She’s a retired secret 
agent—she still takes the odd contracts on the side—and worked for a 
bunch of different agencies back in the day. She taught us almost all she 
knows about torturing and killing. While Meg took care of our mental 
development, trying to work through our traumas. 


They both did their best in raising us, and as parents should, gave us the 
right skills and some extra ones to fend for ourselves. 


“Something like that. And there were three,” I feel the need to clarify. 


“Gabe said you left a witness.” 
I wish snitches really could get stitches. 
“Were they hurt?” Sari hurriedly asks. 


“No. He was very capable of taking care of himself.” I can still see all that 
delicious muscular vigor in action. 


“Background check?” Linda likes to check in with us even though we’ve 
been doing this for years now. I guess that when you’re usually at the 
wheel, it is hard to sit in the passenger seat. 


I'll focus on learning about my bear after I savor my time with August. 
“Serena has it ready. Pll give it a look as soon as I take care of my donor.” 


He’s waiting for me in the FUNS room, which stands for Fucked Up Nasty 
Shitheads room—a name I coined myself. I even ordered a plaque, it should 
arrive in a couple of days. 


“You think this donor has information on Phoenix?” she asks. And I hum in 
confirmation. 


Phoenix is a new shadowy figure who got on our radar when he started a 
red room on the dark web, the business of live streaming the beating of 
young teens for the entertainment of sick viewers. Rague’s husband, Ollie, 
has a personal vendetta against Phoenix since they almost killed his little 
brother, Sully. 


We still don’t know who Phoenix is. I’ve been playing a cat and mouse 
game with them for the last few months. But I found out they have their 
hands deep in drugs, kidnappings, and assassinations. And that’s why 
August Gene Baker is here with us tonight. 


Sari goes back to the lab while Linda and I keep walking until we reach the 
glass wall of the FUNS room—it allows us to enjoy the show without being 
seen, since it’s one-way glass. The other walls inside the room are entirely 
covered in plastic to protect against blood and fluid sprays. I solely took the 
task to buy it, and today, I chose black, as Raph prefers, with small red 
skulls. It’s a bit gloomy, but it fucks with the donors, and my brothers as 
well. It’s a win-win if you ask me. I gotta enjoy the little things. 


I tap the code on the door panel and go inside. The donor is sitting naked, 
bound with metal chains to a chair that is bolted to the floor. Gabe is 
standing on the left, taken as always by his phone. Without taking his eyes 
off that thing he leaves the room, closing the door. 


I take off my light blue leather gloves and throw them in the trash. They 
will end up in the incinerator. What a waste. Bought them at a flea market 
for five bucks. They were my magic pair; they cast their last spell tonight 
when I met my grizzly. 


I look at my bare palm where a long scar—a promise I shared with my 
brothers—runs diagonally, almost reaching the number three on my wrist. A 
brand seared on my skin by those scientists who experimented on me as a 
child. A daily, indelible reminder of what I endured and who I’ve become. 


I make a fist, and my eyes are caught by the irregular, burned skin on the 
back of my hand and fingers, it’s even more evident and jagged when 
stretched. Those dark days are in the past, but the signs they left will never 
go away. 


A low grunt from my right makes me redirect my attention to the donor. 
He’s finally waking up, and my body responds to it, to what’s about to 
happen. My senses are null now, but when I take care of my donors, those 
ghostlike sensations turn real and unforgettable. The sensation of hot sweat 
rolling down my skin, of a cold knife in my hand, and the acrid smell and 
taste of fear. 


Sometimes, I think I have a vicious succubus living inside of me, feeding 
on my senses, only coming out to play when there’s blood or pleasure 
involved. I just can’t deny the impulsive sucker. 


And I’m fucking ready to do some serious damage. 


I lift my fist and land it on the donor’s face. The loud crack of a jaw 
shattering—one can hope—resounds in the room. 


“Shit!” The donor curses, either because of the pain or the acknowledgment 
of his dire situation. No broken jaw then... Damn it! 


“If you want people to listen,” I start and pause for effect, “you can’t just 
tap them on the shoulder anymore. Have to hit them with a sledgehammer.” 


I point to my right at the long tray filled with different kinds of weapons— 
dissimilar knives, a rusty hammer, a small saw, a few wooden skewers, and 
a metal cable, among others—and enjoy the slight but noticeable jerk his 
body makes. “Only then, you'll notice you've got their strict attention.” I 
grab the machete off the tray and smile at him. My sense of smell is coming 
back as my blood is starting to pump fast inside my veins. 


“That’s from Seven. We watched it yesterday.” Michael’s voice comes from 
the outside galleria. 


Raph adds with his perpetual condescending tone, “He got the quote 
wrong.” 


“I had to change it slightly to accommodate the occasion!” I raise my 
middle finger at the one-way glass’s general direction. 


“Gandalf, could you be more lame?” Gabe feels the need to utter. 
“Eat shit!” I retort. 


“You need to turn your voice gruff and monotonic. The way the killer says 
it in the movie is creepier,” Lori—Ollie’s best friend and our new crazy 
addition to the family business—suggests. 


“Gabe could help you adopt a robotic tone,” Uri’s sleepy voice interjects. 


Is everybody out there? “Fuck off! Way to ruin the mood!” I say, not 
looking at the mirrored wall, but keeping my eyes on the donor as I ask 
him, “Do you believe in Jesus?” 


“No.” He snorts arrogantly, but I can see the fear of pain and death slowly 
crawling inside him, reaching his widened eyes and trembling hands. 


“Good for you since you’re going to meet his estranged brother, Lucifer, 
very soon.” 


“Brother? Lucifer is a fallen angel, not God’s son. He’s more a cousin to 
Jesus.” Uri starts the controversial dialogue. 


“An uncle. He’s much older than J.C.,” Lori counters. 


“Foster brother?” Michael says cutely. 


“They aren’t related,” Gabe declares. 
Now is really not the fucking time for a religious discussion. 
“He’s a fallen angel. That’s pure justice if you ask me,” Linda comments. 


“Real justice is like real love, it doesn’t exist,” Gabe adds, gifting us with 
another of his happy statements. 


“Did you down a glass of cynicism before getting here?” I hear Lori asking 
him. Since he started working in Gabe’s law firm, he’s tried to minimize his 
taunts, but it has to be hard for him, seeing that he loathes Gabe with a 
vengeance. And I’d like to say the sentiment is reciprocated by my brother, 
but I can’t. Gabe barely tolerates people in general. 


“Could you turn off the intercom? I’m trying to have fun here, for fuck’s 
sake,” I tell them before sighing and concentrating once again on the task 
ahead. 


“Let the games begin,” I announce joyfully. “Let’s play Waldo, one of my 
all-time favorite games.” I grab the iPad from the tray and tap a couple of 
times on the screen. My donor is not looking at me, but he’s watching his 
surroundings, surely trying to figure out his location while pulling on the 
chains around his ankles—his hand and wrist are broken, courtesy of 
Grizzly. 


“January thirteenth, Patterson family’s assassination. Oh, look who’s exiting 
the restaurant across the street from their house... It’s you!” I turn the 
screen toward him, and he glances at it for half a second. He’s turned rigid, 
but is trying very hard to hide it. “January twenty-sixth, David Carson’s 
homicide, along with his girlfriend’s and sister’s. Here you are a block 
away, eating pistachio ice cream—you are a messy eater, by the way. And 
then here, buying a big fat tub of lube at the pharmacy in the same building 
where seventy-year-old Miss Price, her two sons, and three dogs—tiny, 
sweet Maltipoos—were tortured and killed the same day, February second. 
Seriously, do you ever pick on someone your own size?” I ask him, then 
slap him hard on his face when he keeps avoiding my eyes. 


“And on February fourteenth, one hour before strangling Sarah Dallas and 
her husband in their appliance store, where were you? Who’s the idiot with 


the checkered Rambo shirt staring at their store window? It surely looks 
like you, August.” 


“Amateur,” Raph comments. 


I grab his chin painfully tight, reading the hurt on his twisted mouth, and 
force his rough face up. “You do have thick skin, but as wrinkly as an 
elephant’s. Have you ever heard of sun protection? Moisturizers?” 


The donor blushes. Figures. His tanned face is pulled taut. He’s wearing a 
grim expression. 


“That’s the worst way to torture yourself,” Lori utters seriously. He’s a 
beauty fanatic. 


“Fuck you.” The donor’s voice is high-pitched as he addresses the invisible 
people hidden by the one-way mirror. 


“Bully bitches are not my type,” Linda replies. 


“Didn’t I tell you to turn off the intercom?” I hiss, but they completely 
ignore me. 


“T don’t think we’ve had a more pathetic donor before,” Gabe says. 


“This is number twelve on the most pathetic donors list,” Raph clarifies. He 
has a spectacular memory. 


“The one Rague took care of three weeks ago cried like a baby just looking 
at his face.” Michael laughs. I was there, it was very pathetic indeed. 


I let go of the donor’s face. “Can you blame him? Rague is huge, and that 
lemon-sucking expression of his is what nightmares are made of.” 


I turn to the tray and, letting go of the iPad, I grab the machete while my 
family keeps going with listing the worst donors. I feel totally at ease. I do 
this far too often. We all do. 


My eyes are laser-focused on the donor again. “Why were you after the 
Black grizzly bear tonight?” 


“Black grizzly?” I hear Lori ask. 


But the donor’s reply has my attention. “Fuck you.” 


So repetitive! And exciting. I crave the ones with a fighting spirit; it never 
fails to get the adrenaline pumping, anticipating the moment when they’ |l 
break under my hands. 


“Abhh, wrong answer.” The sharp, pointy end of the machete slices easily 
through the donor’s inner thigh. The sight of the dripping, ruby blood and 
the scream of pain bring my sense of touch alive, and I can feel the hard 
handle of the machete in my hand. Fucking finally. 


“This is how you work on your victims, right? I should have probably 
started with it. Do you have the right answer for me now?” 


He grits his teeth and sends a murderous look my way. 


The blade swings to the right, cutting off his nipple, which flies somewhere 
onto the black plastic covering the floor. Another wail, another splatter of 
blood, and my sense of smell is back right when the donor decides to pee 
himself. Better than feces. 


Yep, I’m a glass half-full kind of guy—most of the time. 


“How about now? Ready to talk? Not yet? Good! Always wanted to use 
these skewers.” My eyes land on the long pointy wooden sticks on the tray. 


Michael’s excited voice suddenly fills the FUNS room. “That makes me 
think of the gridiron, a torture device.” 


“Let’s hear it,” Uri encourages him. He loves to find new ways to extract 
information and pain out of our donors. 


“Basically, a grill...for roasting people. It looked like an iron grid and was 
placed over a fire or burning coals. Some people were even coated in oil 
first to ensure proper...um, broiling. But they weren’t eaten afterward... 
probably.” 


“On the contrary, I bet my Prada re-nylon backpack they were culinary 
masterpieces.” Lori’s teasing comment makes me smile and frown at the 
same time. The small brunet, fashionable twink always has that 
contradictory effect on me. 


“I prefer more creative techniques,” Uri mumbles. 


“Torture, apparently, lives on in the minds of creative people,” Sari states. 
“I read once about a terrifying, but I admit, creative form of torture. A 
hungry or diseased rat is placed in a bucket on a person’s bare stomach or 
chest. The bucket is then heated from the outside, forcing the agitated rat to 
chew its way through the unfortunate person’s flesh...and any organs it 
happens to encounter on its way out.” 


“Don’t like rats, even less diseased ones,” Raph says. 


“You’d love naked mole-rats. They’re wrinkly and ugly,” I tell the donor, 
but he insolently grunts, earning a well-deserved hair pulling from me. 
“Their sense of smell and hearing are highly developed since they are 
almost blind.” 


“They’ve a unique mechanism for cancer resistance and can live a very 
long life. I wrote a paper on them in college,” Sari offers his scientific point 
of view. 


I do really find them interesting because they developed a biophysical 
mechanism to shut down the activation of sensory neurons that drive pain— 
they evolved pain insensitivity. Kind of like I did, but for them, it was over 
years of evolution. For me, it was a defensive mechanism, which turned out 
to be defective. 


“Don’t like rats,” Raph repeats. 
“Never hurt an animal,” Linda reminds us of our code. 


“Unless it’s to ease the pain,” Lori adds, and there’s something in his voice, 
a darker tone I’ve never heard before. “I’m up to try it, though, since we’d 
give the rat a raw-gut buffet he’d thoroughly enjoy. What do you say, Red 
Beard?” he asks me, turning into his creepy, teasing self again. 


“Where are you going to find a rat?” Michael asks him, making me sigh 
while I pull hard on my beard. The sting feels good, but doesn’t lessen my 
exasperation. 


“Anywhere. We live in Chicago,” Gabe replies. 


“Bob’s your uncle,” Lori utters. This is another of his grandmother’s British 
sayings that nobody really gets. 


My donor’s eyelids are slowly closing. He’s lost quite a bit of blood, but 
come on, surely not enough. I grab a couple of skewers and slide one all the 
way through his shoulder. That forces his eyes to open, and his mouth as 
well—the screech he lets out is deafening. 


Nevertheless, I’m savoring every single sensation in its entirety, dreading 
the moment I won’t be able to feel them again. 


“Answer my question, or I'll turn you into a colander. Why were you after 
Grizzly Bear?” I threaten him, twirling another skewer between my fingers 
in a warning motion. 


“He needed to die,” he chokes out. 


So they wanted him dead. It wasn’t just a revenge beating. Fuck, his 
brother's wife must have cleaned him out. 


“Here is another question, what did Phoenix want from you?” 


The donor starts shaking his head. He looks frightened, more so at hearing 
that name than the sight of me, the person who is torturing him. 


I’m pretty sure he doesn’t know who Phoenix is, but they contacted him. 
That’s all I could find, and I need more. 


“How much are you attached to your right foot?” I ask before letting the 
machete cut through the air and get stuck in his ankle. He howls and sobs as 
I repeat the movement a couple of times before the foot comes off. 


I wipe some sweat from my forehead, well aware of the warm, wet, skin-to- 
skin friction. My bruised cheek throbs, reminding me of the alley and my 
bear. Wait, since when is he my anything? 


I focus on the whimpering shithead in front of me. “You still have the other 
foot for three, two, one.” As soon as I finish the countdown, the machete is 
up in the air again. 


“Wait!” the donor chokes out, saliva drooling down his chin and dropping 
on his shaky knees. “Phoenix gave me a time and place to meet,” he slurs. 


“And?” I prompt, impatiently waving the machete again. 
“Didn’t come. Waited f-for an hour.” 


Is he telling the truth? “Uri?” I ask my bro since he’s the most skilled 
torturer among us. 


“Seems sincere.” 


So why the fuck did Phoenix ask to meet a mediocre hitman and then stand 
him up? 


There must be something else. What am I missing? “What else?” 


He suddenly laughs, a short irritating chuckle. “You know what I like most 
about my job? The excruciating pain I can create in a person’s soul while 
Pm working on their loved ones.” He coughs, spitting blood, but that 
unfortunately doesn’t shut him up. “They always beg me to stop, to take 
their lives instead, and blah, blah, blah. Why the fuck would I, when 
witnessing their unbearable agony is so sweet?” Another wheeze, and in the 
heavy silence, it sounds like a loud curse in church. 


I’ve heard, seen, and experienced worse, could even say I’m used to it. Pm 
blasé, almost unaffected, but that doesn’t mean I’m willing to listen to this 
crap. 


I tighten my fingers on the skewer, and wrapping my other hand around his 
neck, I start pushing the sharp wooden tip into the donor’s stomach. 


“Tt is indeed sweet. Now be a dear and describe in detail how this skewer 
slowly sliding inside you and perforating your organs feels.” His only 
answer is a gasp and a weak croak followed by a splutter. 


“Concise, but I’m afraid I’m going to need words.” I grab the other 
skewers, and one by one, I keep piercing him like a cheating ex-boyfriend’s 
voodoo doll. 


The others are watching the show without delivering any comment, and I 
should be one hundred percent invested in what I’m doing since my 
succubus will soon suck away my senses again. 


But it’s as if I left my mind in that alley with Grizzly. Can’t stop thinking 
about him. He piqued my already very heightened curiosity to another level. 
Pll know everything about him before the sun rises. 


I need to. 


Every single thing. 


HUNTER 


With a twist of my wrist the bike roars, leaping forward. 


My vivid black Harley Nightster is going one hundred miles an hour. 
Perfect speed for this time of day—or rather, time of night—when kids are 
safe in their beds, to let the monsters creep around. 


The gravel road ahead stretches in the dark. 


I squeeze the throttle and rev it, tucking myself against the tank as I pass a 
slower old Ford Explorer. I’m driving along the moving car when it 
suddenly swerves into my lane. It forces me onto the side of the road, and I 
fight to keep the bike upright, guiding the wheels back to the lane. I look up 
just in time to see a bunch of four-by-four wooden planks lying across my 
lane a few feet ahead. I automatically press the rear brake pedal and feel my 
Harley’s tires losing friction on the paved surface, the back one starting to 
spin. 


I grip the front brake and shift my weight to the rear, yanking the 
handlebars to the right with force. My body gets abruptly thrust to the left, 
but I hold tight, putting my foot down for balance. The squeal of rubber 
sliding on the road is quickly followed by a cloud of smoke coming from 


the back of my bike as it stops parallel and a few inches away from the pile 
of planks. 


The smell of bike exhaust and burnt rubber fills my lungs, bringing some 
easiness to my racing heart. I let out a long, relieved fuck. And just then, I 
remember the old Ford. I turn my head toward the road over the wood and 
see two red taillights recede and disappear into the darkness. It’s too damn 
dark to get a good look at the plate. 


My eyes fall back to the planks. They lie all over the road, leaving only a 
very narrow space to pass by. Whoever was behind the wheel of that gray 
Explorer knew what he was doing. Remarkable skills or damn luck? And 
why did they almost push me off the road? 


They didnt even stop. 


I lower the kickstand and pull my helmet off before dismounting to check 
that my baby has no scratches on her. Luckily, she’s fine. 


I unzip my leather jacket and grab my phone from the inside pocket, dialing 
911. I don’t want to make the call. But I can’t just go and hope that a patrol 
car will pass by. This road is never busy at night, but it's too dark, and 
someone could get hurt. So, the police it is. 


After a very quick anonymous call, I wait fifteen minutes, during which no 
car drives by, before seeing the unmistakable glow of the red and blue cop 
lights in the distance. 


Since I’m already late and I’ve done my redeeming good deed of the day, I 
quickly straddle my baby, and after firing her up and enjoying her low, 
deep-throated, somewhat syncopated vibration—such a distinctive, sexy 
sound—TI pull on the clutch. I pick up speed as I head up the road, revving 
the engine and flying past blurry buildings, enjoying the last minutes of my 
ride. 


An image of the redhead from two nights ago starts a flutter low in my 
belly. I thought he was a beggar when he turned up in the alley. That long 
unkempt beard was ridiculous. His playful, flirty attitude was such a 
contrast with his smooth and vicious fighting style. That caught my interest, 
even though I know that guy is bad news. He took August Baker—his 


brother, Marcus, told me all I needed to know after I broke both his knees 
and some ribs—and threw him in a blacked-out van while his blond 
accomplice sedated the fucker. 


And he did it all while checking me out with those gold-brown eyes. 


I shift gears, slowing as I take a turn to the left onto a local road. I ease into 
the brake as the bike comes to a crawl and then stops in front of the 
cemetery gates. It’s closed at night, but that’s the only time I come here. 


I hang my helmet on the bike’s handle and walk to the brick wall that 
surrounds the graveyard. I let my fingers stroke the stones until I feel the 
depression in one of them. A hole perfectly sized for the tip of my boot. I 
quickly climb the wall, using a nearby tree branch to haul myself up, it 
slightly cracks under my heavy weight, and then I jump down on the other 
side. My boots land on soft grass, and I straighten, checking the 
surroundings. The small flashlight hanging with my keys isn’t necessary— 
I’ve come here so many times in the last years I could walk in the dark and 
still find her grave—but I turn it on anyway. 


A gust of wind suddenly hits my face, and the fragrances of greenery and 
dry flowers assault my senses. My brown boots stop near a bench, and I sit, 
leaving the flashlight near my knee on the wooden seat, pointing right at the 
tombstone. 


Loretta Mary Jefferson. 2001—2018. Loving daughter. Left us too soon, the 
epitaph reads. 


My fingers go to the black beaded bracelet around my wrist. Caressing each 
little stone delicately, I let out a sigh. 


“I received an anonymous letter three days ago. The writing was messy, I 
couldn’t understand much. But they know the truth and...and have new 
information I should be interested in.” I swallow the ball that has formed 
inside my throat. “Why now, Loretta? Why me?” 


I pause, letting silence fall on the graves surrounding me once again. 


“You know why I keep coming here. I just can’t let go. Eight fucking years. 
It doesn’t matter what I do, who I help, who I make suffer. Doesn’t change 
anything.” 


I place my elbows on top of my knees and let my head drop in the cradle of 
my hands. It will never go away, the stain on my soul is a permanent one. A 
reminder of how blind I’ve been. I deserved everything that happened to 
me. 


She didn’t. 


I look up at her grave again. I can still see her so clearly, her blond ponytail, 
floral jean jacket and red shorts. Her trembling lower lip and big brown 
eyes filled with repulsion and so much fear. 


“Fuck!” I cuss, wiping a solitary tear from my cheek. I jump up, and that’s 
when the back of the bench where I was sitting explodes, sending splinters 
and shards of wood over the grass. I leap to the ground, hearing two more 
bullets hitting wood. Keeping myself low, I crawl behind a group of old 
tombstones as the shots keep following me. One scrapes my calf, making it 
sting like a bitch. 


“You’re dead, motherfucker,” I growl while sliding my gun out of the 
holster and slowly leaning left from behind one of the headstones shielding 
me. I quickly shift back when a bullet embeds in the gray slate a couple of 
inches from my head. It came from the west, near the cemetery wall, so 
that’s where I aim my gun, keeping myself shielded and shooting blindly. 


When I’m out of bullets, I retract my hand, and after changing the 
magazine, I wait. And listen. The silence is broken by a car door slamming 
and the screeching of tires. 


I jump up, and grabbing the flashlight from the ground, I run toward the 
wall. I climb up and over it, aiming my gun left as soon as my feet touch the 
ground. I exhale and shoot two bullets at the car leaving the parking lot. 
One hits the trunk. I’m able to memorize half of the plate before it 
disappears into the night. 


I let my arms fall down as I reach the large tire tracks left on the ground. It 
was dark, but the car looked suspiciously like the Ford Explorer I saw when 
I almost hit those planks of wood. 


“What the fuck is going on?” I ask out loud. 


My phone starts vibrating in my pocket, and when I grab it, I realize the 
screen is cracked. What a motherfucking day! 


“Pm on my way,” I say. 


My cousin, Opal, sighs on the other side of the line. “Did you change your 
mind?” 


“No,” I awkwardly tell her. “Be there soon.” I hang up. 


Fifteen minutes later, I halt my Harley next to her white Corolla in a 
deserted Costco parking lot. I dismount my bike and open the passenger 
door to her car before getting in. 


“Do you have it?” I ask her. 


“Hey, Opal, how are you? We haven’t seen each other in a while. You look 
fabulous!” she retorts condescendingly, crossing her arms and giving me 
her stern cop stare. Because she is a cop. And my half-cousin. My uncle had 
fun with Opal’s mom out of wedlock, and she was the result. He already 
had two older sons with his wife, but he didn’t reject Opal. She came 
visiting from time to time, and since I lived with my mom a block away 
from my uncle’s house, I spent a lot of time with her—in opposition to my 
cousins, who were never really interested in her. I grit my teeth thinking 
about my old life. 


“Really? The silent treatment? Get out of my car, butthead!” Her sassiness 
always makes me smile. She was like a sister to me; we were...close. But 
that was before everything turned to shit. 


“Opal, you look...” I glance at her. Her mother’s Hispanic heritage is in her 
short, soft curly brown hair and big brown eyes, while my uncle’s traits are 
in her large, pouting red lips and dark caramel skin. She’s lost weight. Don’t 
like that. 


“What are you wearing?” I ask her, looking puzzlingly at the red dress she 
is wearing. She is a tomboy. Always has been. She even went to her school 
prom in pants and a white shirt. 


“Its called a sheath dress. Why? Is there something wrong with it?” She 
nervously strokes invisible wrinkles on the wool fabric. 


“No,” I hurriedly say, don’t want her to hurt me. She has a mean pinch...or 
she used to. “But why are you wearing it?” Not to meet me, that’s for sure. 


“T have a date,” she mumbles before throwing a file on my lap. 
“A date? At eleven p.m.?” She goes on dates? 


“With a colleague.” She clears her throat and opens the file on my legs with 
a flick of her fingers, shooting down any other questions I might have had 
about her date. “The man you asked me to look into is Ramiel Masters, 
twenty-five years old, two hundred pounds, six-foot-two. Wowza! For a 
white dude, he’s got a lick-a-licious bod.” Fuck, yeah he does. “He’s a game 
developer, a very successful one. He was raised in a foster home and kept 
contact with some of the other kids he grew up with. A couple of tickets for 
speeding, paid both the very same day. He’s clean as a whistle.” 


Nobody is. Everybody has secrets. Including Ramiel Masters. The guy 
staring at me from the picture, though, doesn’t look like the one in the alley. 
His red hair is short, no beard in sight, and a serious expression veils his 
gold-brown eyes even though he’s smiling, showing dimples. It almost feels 
wrong, like this is not the same guy. There’s no trace of that impishness he 
openly showed me the other night or the deep interest toward me. 


But it’s him. Ramiel. Those three sexy dimples on his freckled cheeks are 
building a strange, warm anticipation in the pit of my stomach. 


He’s holding a popular video game case and wearing red gloves. His arms 
look massive, contoured with the big muscles beneath. A long-sleeved, 
simple cotton shirt hugs the curves of his hard pecs and wide chest 
perfectly. The tightest jeans I’ve ever seen are so snug on his strong thighs, 
they might as well be painted on. A metal chain curls around his side from 
the front pocket to the back one. 


My gaze falls on a line in the file. Marital status: single. A feeling that 
suspiciously resembles excitement spreads inside my chest at the discovery 
of his unattached status. I grit my teeth and push it the fuck down, trying to 
focus on something else. 


“How about the black van’s plate I gave you?” 


“The vehicle is registered to a shell company offshore called Cinderella and 
Co, LLC. It’s a cleaning company. The address for the Chicago branch is in 
the file. Serena Botinsky is the CEO. She’s in her twenties, lives in L.A., 
has no criminal record and no apparent connection to Ramiel Masters.” 


So why was he using that van? “Was the van reported stolen?” 


“Nope. Why are you interested in a hot game developer, Hunter? Is it 
related to your work?” 


“Yes and no.” I wince at my automatically vague reply. I haven’t seen Opal 
in a long time, despite her numerous attempts, and she agreed to help and 
meet me at the last minute. 


“You know, at the precinct they named me the Truth Whisperer. When they 
need a tough guy to talk in the interrogation room, who do you think they 
call?” 


I know very well she’s capable of ripping me a new asshole. 


I open my mouth, but she shuts me up with a pointed finger. “Don’t you 
dare say Ghostbusters!” 


I feel a small smile coming up, and we exchange a brief conspiratorial gaze. 
Fuck, I missed her. More than I’ll ever admit, but this is how it has to be. 
She shouldn’t be seen near me. It’s not good for her reputation. Her career. 
Her life. 


“Thank you for this.” I raise the file from my lap. I never asked her for help. 
I have a couple of people I can pay to get background checks, but they were 
both unavailable and I needed to get this information as quickly as possible. 
“I wouldn’t have asked you, but...” 


“Hunter, we’re family. If I can help you, I will. I don’t give a fuck what 
people think. I’m a good cop, and you were one as well.” 


Her praise should make me proud, instead I feel bile climbing up my throat. 
Because that was a long time ago—almost another life. 


“No, I fucking wasn’t,” I growl. I fist both hands on my knees and turn my 
head toward the window as I try to push away the unwanted memories. My 


eyes burn with shame and anger. 
“You’re a great P.I.,” she attempts at sugarcoating it. 
“You keeping an eye on me?” I mutter. 


“Always, butthead.” The affection dripping from her voice makes me turn 
my gaze toward her. She grabs my balled-up fist. Her hand is so much 
smaller than mine, but her grip is strong and effective. 


“Hunter, I know you don’t want to talk about it.” 


“You’re right, I don’t. It’s in the past. Done. Caput.” I pull my hand back, 
annoyed by her attempts at making me talk. 


“We could clear your name.” Fuck, not this again! She’s like a dog with a 
bone. 


“No, we can’t.” I sigh. 


“Loretta’s father died.” Her words hit me in the gut like a metal, robotic 
punch would. 


“What?” I murmur after a minute. That’s why there were no fresh flowers on 
Loretta’s grave. 


“Four days ago. There’s nobody else.” Instead of giving me relief, the news 
adds another weight on my shoulders. His broken heart must have finally 
given out. 


So he wasn’t the one who wrote that letter. 


“What’s the point? Leave it alone.” Before she can fight me, I add, “Even if 
we succeeded, I wouldn’t want to be a cop anymore, Opal. Can’t ever serve 
near the people who let me down.” 


I went to the police academy with them, worked on the streets with them, 
ate and laughed with them, helped when I could. I thought they knew me. 
But Opal was the only one who didn’t turn her back on me. Brothers and 
sisters in blue, my ass. 


“No, you think you let yourself down.” So perceptive, my cousin, because, 
yeah, I think that too. “I didn’t see it either, Hunter. And he was my fucking 


brother,” she continues. 
I shake my head at her. Damn her, I really don’t need this now. 


“Cal was your half-brother, and he went to study theology at the seminary a 
year after you came,” I counter. 


“We talked on the phone.” She weakly argues. “And Jasper? He was Cal’s 
brother; they grew up together. Shouldn’t it be his fault, as well? We both 
didn’t fucking see it. Thought he was a fucking saint.” 


My hand goes to my wrist, and I trace the bracelet around it with my 
fingertips, the familiar bumps and edges of the cold stone beads remind me 
of my sin. 


“Haven’t you done enough acts of penitence?” she keeps going. 


“T lived almost next door to them. Went to his church. Listened to his damn 
sermons every other Sunday.” 


“Jasper did too!” 


I growl and clench my teeth. On some level, I know she might be right, but 
I watched Cal fall and crack his neck. Heard Loretta’s scream. Witnessed 
her tears of horror. Loomed over Cal’s dead body with fury burning in my 
gut. 


Once again, I force the images back into a mental vault. “Have you seen 
him?” 


“Jasper?” she asks, mercifully letting me change the topic. I nod, opening 
my eyes again. “Yes, briefly yesterday. At the police dinner. He’s always 
too busy fundraising for his political campaign, but likes to take pictures 
with me. The public loves that the guy running for senator has a sister on 
the force.” She frowns. 


“Not his P.I. cousin? Shocker.” I try to make a joke, but it’s swallowed by 
silence. 


“He probably promised favors to a few people to hide what happened to 
Cal...and you.” 


I bet he did. I don’t blame him though. 


“Can you check this partial plate as well?” I pass her a piece of paper with 
the numbers written on it. 


She sighs. “Why?” 


“Can you just do it?” I give her my best please-leave-it-alone look, but of 
course, she ignores it. 


“Tm putting my neck out for you again while gathering all this 
information.” 


“And I appreciate it.” 


“T have a date in thirty minutes, no time to waste. If you want to know 
about the plate, tell me why. Now.” 


“Somebody shot at me and then took off in that car,” I confess grudgingly. 
“What!” Her high-pitched cry almost makes me deaf. “When? Where?” 
“Around thirty minutes ago. At the cemetery.” 

“Fuck! You think it’s related to Loretta or Cal?” 


I ponder if I should tell her about the anonymous letter I received but decide 
to leave her out of it. “After all these years? No. Probably an ex-client.” Just 
like Marcus Baker. Maybe it was him. Not him-him, since he can’t walk 
with his knees both broken. But maybe he paid someone. Need to go see the 
fucker again. Should have killed him. Or ask Ramiel to take both brothers. 


Ramiel. I like his name. Unique just like him. 


“He came,” Opal suddenly whispers, but her dark tone sends an ominous 
sense of doom down my spine. I turn my eyes toward the shiny gray 
Mercedes stopping in front of Opal’s Corolla. 


Now I know the reason we met in this empty parking lot. Jasper. God forbid 
someone sees me anywhere near him. 


He exits his expensive car while we do the same. He’s wearing a posh gray 
suit that covers his long thin body, and shiny black shoes. I haven’t seen 


him face to face in eight long years. His hair has turned gray at the temples 
and he has wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. I have to rapidly blink a 
couple of times because seeing him is quite a shock. He looks so much like 
Cal, if it weren’t for his glasses and thinner lips, I’d think he came back 
from the dead to torture me. 


We get out of the car and stop a few feet from him. He’s wearing his usual 
political half smile, but he looks tense. He closes the distance and gives 
Opal a quick hug. 


Then he turns to me and offers his hand. Such affection. I grab it, trying to 
cover my puzzlement at his...presence. Just when I’m about to let go, he 
tightens his grip. “You look...fine.” 


Fine? “Do I?” I ask him with a hint of derision while pulling my hand free. 
The sting in my calf caused by someone shooting at me reminds me how 
not fine I am. 


“Yes. Yesterday, Opal told me you called her.” I send a furtive glance her 
way and catch her apologetic wince. “And I have to admit, I was surprised. 
You haven’t tried to contact us since you got out.” 


That’s true. And I’d hoped the meaning would be crystal clear, but Opal’s 
persistence is like my dog’s humping urges...it has no boundaries or a 
timing. 


“Didn’t want to ruin your political ascent,” I remind him. Jasper isn’t an 
introvert as Cal was, but he’s always been a snob. And having an ex-convict 
who killed your own brother as a cousin just won’t do. 


“And I appreciate it.” He seems honest. “Everything okay?” His eyes dart 
from me to Opal. 


I only nod at him, not willing to tell him what’s going on—in part because I 
don’t have the slightest idea. 


Jasper doesn’t seem convinced. 


“Hunter heard about my date, and he checked the guy out.” Opal points at 
the file still in my hand. Jasper’s sharp gaze flicks from it to Opal’s dress. 


“Completely forgetting that I’m quite capable of defending myself, 
overprotective butthead.” It’s always been so easy for Opal to lie. 
Obviously, it was for Cal as well. I guess it’s a family trait that skipped 
Jasper. Or did it? He’s a politician. 


He seems to accept the explanation, or maybe just wants to leave. He 
checks his Rolex, and I know this awkward encounter is going to be over 
soon. 


“Glad we’re still on the same page.” Jasper sends me a long, you-get-me 
look. 


I don’t fault him for wanting to protect the career he’s worked so hard for. 
He surely made a lot of sacrifices to get where he is now. And I totally 
understand the unquenched hankering that drives someone to do whatever it 
takes to reach their dream. I felt it too once upon a time. 


“Don’t let us keep you. We know you’re a very busy man,” Opal tells him 
with a too-sweet smile. I swallow the grunt back. 


“Right.” He looks straight at me before getting inside his car and driving 
away. 


“What the fuck?” I groan, stroking my face. “Why did you tell him about 
my call?” 


“T was excited to see you, and he’s family... It slipped.” I frown because 
that’s not like her. “I didn’t think he’d come. Sorry.” 


I pat her shoulder in a reassuring gesture. “Go have fun on your date. Not 
too much fun, though.” 


She rolls her eyes. “Pll let you know about the partial plate, but I’m not 
very hopeful. Be careful please.” 


I let go a grunt. “Thanks for this.” I lift the file and then move toward my 
Harley. 


“Are those boys still with you?” she asks, and I only reply with a nod. I see 
the moment she gets it. Whatever she hoped for when I asked for her help 


won’t happen. Nothing is going to change. She needs to keep her distance 
from me. 


She gives me a small, sad smile and then gets inside her car. My heart 
squeezes painfully inside my chest, but it’s the right thing to do. 


I’m going to visit Marcus Baker to find out if he’s behind the shooting and 
the wooden planks on the road. When I’m done, Pll turn to the game 
developer. 


Ramiel Masters. 
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“I can crack walnuts with my arse thanks to Dr. Kegel and his sublime 
exercises,” Lori gloats, shaking his plump arse clad in a pair of very tight 
pink shorts—that leave nothing to the imagination—right in my face. His 
loose, gray t-shirt is torn in a few strategic places, and his silver toenail 
polish shines against the white kitchen tiles. 


I push him unceremoniously aside, enjoying the stumbling of his slender 
body, before standing up and starting to roll my lilac yoga mat. When Ollie 
entered our family a few months ago, he brought along his little brother, 
Sully, and his bat-shit crazy bestie, Lori. Of course, I love both of them to 
death. 


“Watch it, Red Beard!” Lori sashays his way to the kitchen counter where 
Sari is emptying a bag of tortilla chips into a bowl. 


“You need to find him a new nickname.” Michael smirks at Lori while 
staring at my shaved cheeks a bit too intensely. Lori has a small problem 
remembering people’s names, or at least that’s the official story since he can 
definitely remember the nicknames he gifts people with. 


But he’s a great yoga teacher. I can reach places with my body I never could 
before. And my hookups seem to deeply appreciate it. 


Lori, or Gremlin—giving him a nickname was only fair—nods at Michael. 
“Challenge accepted, Bones.” 


“Red Beard was cool, damn it!” Raymun Redbeard was a king-beyond-the- 
wall from Game of Thrones. 


“An experiment would be interesting,” Sari mumbles around a chip. 
“On Lori? He bites.” I fake gasp, earning a cute growl from Gremlin. 


“An experiment will allow us to discover the number of walnuts and 
amount of time in which Lori can crack them,” Sari clarifies. 


Michael is pouring iced tea into four glasses when he utters, “I hope that’s a 
joke. As a medical examiner, I’ve witnessed unthinkable crap. But I don’t 
ever, ever want to imagine Lori’s ass doing...anything.” 


“Amen.” He bumps my gloved fist when I raise mine to his. I wish I could 
feel the light touch. 


But wishes are like shiny icicles, if they break they can stab you right in the 
heart. 


“And you’d be right! A close up of my arse in action deserves to be live.” 
Lori waves his hot pink fingernails toward a grimacing Michael and then 
opens a silver bag, taking out all the things necessary for a mani-pedi. 


Through the window wall with its amazing view of downtown Chicago, the 
late morning sunlight stretches all around the penthouse’s living room. I 
have to say that Michael did a great job with Raph’s apartment. The deep 
green carpet in the living room, furry blankets on the sofa, old armchair, 
and other warm little touches here and there turned it into a home. In 
opposition to the clinical, psychopathic, almost empty space it had been 
before. Before Michael, the light blue wall and those three weird paintings 
—which I believe were made with blood—were the only proof that Raph is 
indeed human. 


Not that my place is any better. I take a chip and drown it in hot salsa before 
tossing it in my mouth. 


“Damn, Reacher, you’ll get smoke coming out of your dick if you keep 
gulping down that much hot salsa.” And Lori has found a new name to call 
me. The actor from the tv series is blond but hot, so I can’t complain. 


I grab more chips. I can’t taste the corn, just a faint hint of salt and a slight 
tingle on my tongue from the hot salsa. But I enjoy the crunchy consistency, 
and I need to eat to survive. Even though most food is the equivalent of 
polystyrene to my taste buds. 


“My dick is always on fire, little Gremlin.” 


“All gremlins are little, you knob!” he promptly retorts. “Now take off those 
fingerless gloves and give me your hands.” 


“Hard pass,” I grunt before grabbing another handful of chips. I don’t mind 
nail polish. It’s the touching part I dislike. I hate that my eyes can see the 
touch is happening, but I can’t fucking feel anything. It’s another reminder, 
a visual one, of how fucked up I am—not that I could ever forget that. A 
light touch is fine, a push, a bump, a brush, but a prolonged one is out of the 
question. 


The physical contact avoidance is more of a habit than anything. It annoys 
me not to know if I’m being touched. 


“PII do it.” Sari comes to my aid, placing his hands, fingers spread, on the 
counter before Lori can say another word. He’s the only one in the room 
aware of my condition. I know Raph hasn’t said anything to his husband 
because Michael has questions; I can see them in his eyes every time he 
glances at my gloves. But he hesitates. Probably out of some kind of 
empathetic respect since both our brains decided to defend themselves 
against those painful years. His dissociative mind made him suffer selective 
amnesia while mine turned most of my senses numb. I believe Michael’s 
brain handled things better. 


“Tt’s not the day of your execution, Angel. Relax.” Lori shakes Sari’s rigid 
arms before placing his hands in a bowl full of water. “Where’s Super 
Model? I expected to see him here, attached to your hip.” 


Sari answers Lori’s question with a shrug and a furtive dart of his eyes. 


“Uri is...busy,” Michael replies, sensing Sari’s discomfort, but he’s crap at 
lying. His face is turned away from Lori, and his blond head is tilted down. 


“In other words, Super Model is a mollycoddle tosser, and Angel here told 
him to sod off.” Lori dries one of Sari’s hands and starts massaging it with 


cream while I stuff my face with more chips and salsa. 


Sari keeps silent, so I decide to change topic. “How come you’re not at 
work this morning?” Usually, we meet in the evening for his yoga lesson 
since Lori works during the day. 


“I’m off,” he replies. 
“To the usual corner?” I tease him. 
He flips me off. “I needed a few days,” Lori answers nonchalantly. 


“Is Gabe giving you a hard time?” Michael asks him. Lori working for my 
brother’s law firm is still weird. We never expected our brother to hire 
Gremlin. 


He tsks. “I barely see him. I’m an assistant paralegal in a different 
department, on a much lower floor.” That explains it a little bit. 


“So, what’s wrong?” Sari asks him, after choosing the milk white nail 
polish. 


“The HR department suggested I take a couple of days for myself.” 
“Why?” I ask slowly. “And you know I can easily discover the reason.” 


Lori glares at me. “One of my bosses is a plonker, so I made my position 
clear.” 


“How?” Michael frowns. 


“His nose broke when it came in contact with the hard top of his desk,” he 
shamelessly explains. Lori is slender, lithe, and petite, but he can fucking 
fight and be quite vicious. I’ve seen him in action a couple of times, he’s 
like one of those dwarf venomous snakes: if he gets too close, you’re 
fucked. 


“What did your boss say to you?” Sari’s wet hand lifts to cover his mouth. 


Lori grabs it and starts drying it. “Nothing your innocent ears should be 
acquainted with, Angel.” 


“And the firm didn’t fire you?” My tone has a hint of disbelief in it. 


He shrugs. “They moved me to another department.” 
“Why didn’t Gabe tell us?” Sari wonders out loud. 


“He’s the big boss. He doesn’t care or have time for all the HR tosh.” Lori 
grabs a purple nail file and does what I can only describe as attacking Sari’s 
nails. 


“He should,” Sari insists. “I bet if you tell him...” 


“No. It’s done. My ex-boss has a high position in the firm. And I’m only a 
paralegal. I am rather self-destructive, but even I know when it’s best to let 
it go.” He carefully starts to apply the white polish. 


If using the guy’s head as a basketball is Lori’s way of letting go, I can’t 
imagine what he’s capable of doing for revenge. I’m damn glad he’s on our 
team. 


“T must have inflicted carnage in my past life. Maybe I was Cruella the 
puppy slayer or a dietitian,” he ponders. He looks unfazed by the event, but 
I suspect he’s just used to putting on a strong front. 


“Or a gremlin,” I add, winking at him. 


“Wanker,” he mutters. “Like?” he then asks Sari when he’s done with his 
nails. My brother smiles at him and nods enthusiastically, making his long 
black braid shift on his shoulder. “Wow.” 


“Michael, you’re up.” 


Sari slides off the stool to let Michael take his place at the kitchen counter 
while still staring dreamily at his hands. 


“Why don’t you go back to study? You could reach a high position in the 
firm that way,” Michael tells Lori. 


“Mmm, and have my own minions... Me likey. Ollie does make studying 
look like fun.” 


After a long hiatus caused by family issues, Ollie went back to university a 
month ago. He already works with Rague at his construction and demolition 


company, but he wants to help him with the administrative side of the 
business too. 


“Pm actually thinking about teaching at university level,” Michael suddenly 
says. “I went with Sari to a few symposia, and I found them stimulating and 
enlightening. You were amazing when...” 


“I was?” Sari seems surprised. He doesn’t like to have all the attention on 
himself, but he gives speeches at universities and charities from time to 
time if it helps people to get acquainted with his and Raph’s work at Bear- 
Stone Labs, the research company they founded together. 


“Of course! Your work is groundbreaking.” Michael is Sari’s biggest 
groupie. 


“You’d be a great professor thanks to your enthusiasm, clarity, and 
comprehensibility, like when you describe new or ancient torture methods. 
Add to that the way you always keep up with new interesting medical 
techniques, and you’re the perfect candidate for a university teaching 
position.” 


Sari is right. “Your torture fun facts are like small educational gems.” I nod. 


It seems like Michael appreciates the sentiment. He pulls Sari to him for a 
tight hug while smiling big at me. I think I hear a muffled and emotional 
thank you. 


I almost look away since hugs are a painful reminder of what I can’t have. 
But Lori’s purrs stop me. His curly head leans toward me. “Blimey, please 
tell me his hands are going to slide to Sari’s perky derriere while they 
snog...” 


“Pm married, and Sari is my brother-in-law!” Michael scolds him, letting 
Sari go and ruining the nice porn fantasy that Lori was feeding me. 


“Pm already on board with it, Bones, don’t need to give me more material.” 
Lori smirks at Michael. 


“You’re nuts.” 


“That will never change. And talking about changes...who’s the bloke?” 
Lori suddenly turns his laser-keen attention to me. 


“What bloke...guy?” An image of a tall, thick, fresh glass of delicious 
cocoa pops in front of my eyes. Power-lifter thighs, massive biceps, 
sculpted shoulders. Three days have passed since I’ve seen him, and still, I 
can’t get a single little detail about him out of my mind. 


“There’s always a guy with Rami,” Michael interjects. 


I roll my broad shoulders back. “Are you implying that I’m a slut?” I love 
sex, and I’m single. And fucking is the nonviolent way to turn on all my 
senses. Sue me for enjoying myself. 


“Bones is not implying anything. He's saying it right to your face,” Lori 
unhelpfully says. 


“You’re slutty and flirty and know how to have fun.” Michael shrugs 
unapologetically. 


Yeah, I am kind of slutty. 


“Is the bloke a secret? A perverted one? Devious?” With every word Lori 
leans more toward me—too close for comfort. 


“If you want to talk about it, it will stay among us,” Sari assures me. 
“Yeah, what happens here stays on YouTube.” Lori giggles at his lame joke. 


“What the fuck? I don’t have a red room.” Pm not Uri. “I met him 
through...work.” 


“The bloody kind or keyboard kind?” Michael asks, and Lori replies, “He 
meant Tinder.” 


I send Gremlin a really? look. He tuts. “We’ve already established you’re a 
slutty hacker. And Tinder is great for a quickie.” 


It is. “I said work, and you know my primary job is to create video games,” 
I bite out. 


“Brad and Sully can’t stop talking about your last one.” Lori rolls his eyes. 
Sully, Ollie’s bro, and his best friend, Brad, are seventeen years old. Fifteen 


to thirty are usually my target buyers. 
“Is this guy a video game player?” Sari asks. 
“No, I met him when I extracted a donor.” 


Lori frowns. Being a new addition to the family side business and doesn’t 
know the whole procedure well yet. But he’s eager to learn. 


“He sedated the donor and brought them to the base,” Michael clarifies. 
“Was the guy the victim?” Sari puts two and two together. 


I give him a half nod. Half because after what I learned about him, Hunter 
Penn is definitely not a victim. 


“White Knight syndrome...nice.” Lori claps his hands. 


“Hardly. Hunter could have done it without me. He’s a P.I. A big bear of a 
P.I.” His bigger size is incredibly attractive to me. Smaller men are usually 
attracted to my brawn, and they want to be topped. But I prefer to bottom, 
and Hunter is the one my ass is impatiently after. And my dick. They’re 
getting demanding about it. 


“You met a private investigator in the flesh. So exciting!” Michael’s love 
for old detective shows and movies is only topped by Uri’s. That’s why Uri 
is very skilled at torturing, he enjoys extracting clues and truths from the 
donors. 


“Bears smell so good! It must be all that bloody hair.” Lori purrs again. 
How does he do that? 


“T don’t know if he’s hairy, but he fucking smells amazing.” An echo of 
Hunter’s smoky scent travels inside my nostrils for a moment. But it 
disappears just as fast. 


“BO is amazing?” Sari scrunches his nose. 


“BO and sweat are two different things,’ Michael tells him. “Was he 
interested in what you...offered?” 


I pout my lips while thinking. “Not sure. But all he needs is a little nudge, 
and I’m working on it.” 


“Nishmans, eh?” Lori sighs before excitedly jumping from his stool like a 
cricket on amphetamines. “Let’s stalk Magnum P.I.! I have two baseball 
bats in my car.” 


“What?” Sari jerks back in shock. 
“Why would we need baseball bats?” I ask him. 


“Forward planning, of course.” He scoffs. “Ollie and I stalked Rague, and 
now they are ecstatic and fucking like rabbits. Aaand I have a new stalker 
playlist I want to debut,” Lori pleads with praying hands. 


“Raph kind of stalked me...with Rague actually.” Michael reminds me how 
our family growth started. 


“They thought you were Meg’s lover,” Sari offers. 
Michael replies, “Who would be so stupid as to awaken Linda’s jealousy?” 


Linda, my foster mother is bloodthirsty. She’s scary when she’s...plotting 
the demise of the poor fucker who crossed her path. 


“I just realized how ironic his name is: Hunter...the P.I.” Michael snorts. 
“Come on, I need some action, mates!” Lori suddenly whines. 


“How about you do my hands?” Michael tells him, wiggling his fingers in 
front of him. 


“Alright.” He strangely gives up. That was too easy. And in fact, after a 
minute into mani, he suggests, “I know you stalked him on the internet, 
already. Doing it in real life is the next step, Reacher.” 


“I’ve seen you drive, Lori. You turn into a wild, deranged maniac behind 
the wheel. How did you get your license?” Lori is the worst driver in the 
whole history of driving. How he is still alive is a mystery no one will ever 
solve. 


“I slept with the instructor.” He shrugs, lowering his eyes to Michael’s 
hands. 


There’s a couple of understanding ahhs and a huff. 


“Not on purpose! Don’t get your knickers in a twist.” He wrinkles his nose. 
Then lets Michael choose the nail polish color. Light green. 


“How can you have sex with someone not on purpose?” Sari is seriously 
contemplating it, his eyebrows scrunched up above his big blue eyes. 


“Did you fall asleep and accidentally got impaled on his cock?” Michael 
taunts Lori. 


Gremlin makes a pondering sound. “Always found somnophilia sexy. But I 
Sleepwalk at times. It could be a new kink, sleepwalkingphilia. 
Somnambulismphilia?” 


“The right name would be ipnovasiphilia. In Greek ipnovasi means 
somnambulism and philia is love,” Sari offers. 


“T need to post this. How do you spell that?” Lori grabs his phone from his 
small handbag while Sari obliges him. 


“And no, there was no actual sleeping involved with the instructor. I didn’t 
know what he did for a living. We hooked up in a bar, and a month later, he 
recognized me from the passenger seat of the driving school car.” 


“And he remembered you,” Michael states, waving his hands in the air to 
let the nail polish dry. 


“What can I say, I’m unforgettable.” That’s for sure. Lori’s spit-firing, no- 
filter attitude and individualistic fashion style certainly leave a permanent 
impression in people’s brains. 


“You must be memorable too if he gave you the license after seeing you 
drive,” I scoff. 


“He gave me something else in the back of the driving school car. Twice,” 
Lori smirks mischievously, lifting two fingers to emphasize how many 
times he got fucked. 


“I’ve never gotten a driver’s license. Maybe I should.” Sari’s cheeks have 
turned red. 


“Aren’t you shagging that professor?” Lori asks him while tapping on his 
phone. 


“Trent? We just had dinner together.” 


“And dessert?” I wiggle my eyebrows at Sari. His cheeks have turned 
scarlet now. So something must have happened with the professor. 


“Oh, I almost forgot! I made cookies.” I didn’t know Michael could cook. 
He jogs—almost skips—to the fridge, coming back with a plastic container 
full of what may have looked like chocolate chip cookies before Dr. 
Frankenstein decided to work on them. 


“Biscuits for stalking time, che-eers!” Lori’s smile is a bit too bright as he 
grabs a blob-shaped burned cookie. Sari does it as well. Michael is looking 
at me expectantly, and since I don’t want to explain to him that I’m not 
going to be able to taste anything, I take one and toss it in my mouth. Some 
parts are hard to chew, others too soft, almost uncooked. 


I make a fake noise of enjoyment that pushes a happy yay! out of Michael’s 
mouth. Lori sends me a puzzled look while giving his cookie a hesitant, 
teeny-tiny bite. His eyes widen, and he rapidly replaces his horrified 
expression with a quivering close-mouthed smile. 


“Tt’s the dog’s bollocks!” he mumbles to a breathless Michael. We all frown 
at him in confusion. “It means it’s great!” Lori explains, making Michael 
beam like a disco ball before turning to hear Sari’s opinion. 


“Tt actually tastes like a dog’s balls,” Lori whispers my way. 


I shrug, grabbing another crunchy-looking blob. Barely having a sense of 
taste can come in handy sometimes. I kind of miss my beard, tugging on it 
helped me think, but not having to check for crumbs after eating makes up 
for it. 


I see Lori wrapping his cookie in a tissue and quickly sliding it into the 
waste bin while Michael is not looking. “Ollie is quite busy lately, so I 
appointed you as my temporary bestie,” he then declares in some kind of 
official tone, turning my way. 


Ollie is busy helping Rague with his...problem, while also studying and 
keeping an eye on his brother’s recovery. Lori must feel a bit left out. 


“And what am I?” Michael pouts. 


“Bully Boy, also known as your-hubby-bangs-you-all-the-time, which is hot 
to hear, but he never leaves you alone,” Lori tells him. “I need a wingman 
when I go clubbing!” 


“Pm alone now,” Michael tries to retort, but Gremlin is right, Raph rarely 
leaves his husband alone and would kill anybody who tried to touch him in 
a club. Psychopaths cannot love, but whatever Raph feels for Michael is the 
closest thing to love there is—with obsession, possession, and co- 
dependency in the mix. But hey, whatever works as long as they’re happy. 


“T’ll give it five more minutes before he comes through that elevator,” I say. 
“I bet you ten bucks that it’I] be ten minutes,” Lori says. 

“Fifteen.” Sari places the money on the counter. 

“You and your stupid bets!” Michael throws his hands in the air. 


“Before Bully Boy breaks through that elevator, tell us all about the magical 
Magnum P.I. who made you mow that bush on your face!” Lori places his 
chin on his laced fingers, staring at me expectantly. 


“Hunter, that’s such a cool name for a P.I.,” Michael repeats dreamily. 


“Hell and damnation! I have the perfect song from my revisited stalker 
playlist.” Lori taps excitedly on his phone. 


Revisited? Michael mouths my way. 


“Private Eye” by Hall and Oates starts playing, and a small smile tilts my 
lips. 


“Hunter Penn. Mmm, nice website.” Lori’s words turn my eyes on him once 
again. “And hello, oversized, lick-worthy, porno-dream of a specimen. His 
picture makes all my appendages point at him.” 


Michael and Sari gather behind him to stare at his phone, and they both nod 
in agreement. I don’t need to; I’ve already checked the shit out of it and 
more. 


Michael snaps his fingers. “Let’s check his socials.” 


“He’s not on any social media,” I say. 


“No Instagram? No posts?” Lori sounds perplexed. 
“T think he doesn’t like them,” I let them know. 
“Odd but not impossible. Raph hates them too,” Michael says. 


“A misanthrope?” Sari proposes, and Lori follows with, “How old is this 
guy?” He gazes at Hunter’s picture. “Plastic surgery can take off a few 
years, you know?” 


“Maybe, and no. He knows how to use socials, he does it under false 
identities to attract the people he’s investigating.” 


“The trust of the innocent is the liar’s most useful tool,” Sari reads from 
Hunter’s home page. 


“T bet I can tell you the exact size of his tool...humongous.” Lori licks his 
lips, and I’ve had enough. 


“Are you done?” I grunt, annoyed. 

“Jealous?” Lori asks in an even more annoying girl’s voice. 
“Fuck off, Gremlin.” 

“Hey! Don’t worry, I’m not into...” 


“Devastatingly handsome men? Who can melt you with a single look? Who 
make your blood boil?” I felt irked when I imagined Hunter interested in 
Lori, and now I find myself personally affronted that Lori doesn’t find him 
attractive enough. That’s fucking crazy. Even for me. 


I even dreamed about him last night. His pupils were blown, his dark hand 
was on my white skin, his hard, hot body pressed against mine. I could feel 
it, taste it, smell it. My dick throbbed, and I rubbed it against his thick, 
enormous cock. It speared my hole and fucked it with abandon. He snarled, 
making my balls pulse with lust. “Come,” he ordered. And fuck, I did. 
Woke up covered in my jizz. 


I notice that they are all looking at me with googly eyes. It makes me feel 
exposed in some way. What’s with them? 


“You’re beautiful” by James Blunt is playing now. I’ve never heard this 
song from a stalker point of view, but the obsession is there. And it makes 
me actually realize that I might feel more than intrigued by Hunter. It’s only 
because I want to test that gigantic tool before my blue balls fall off, 
though. 


If the mountain won’t go to Muhammad... “It’s time to use the big guns.” I 
sigh. 


“Let’s send him a fake, I-want-to-hire-you email,” Lori suggests. 
“That’s not what I had in mind.” 


Michael ignores me. “Yes! Let’s go with the classic: ‘I think my boyfriend 
is cheating on me.’” 


“He probably gets a large amount of those, there’s a risk he’ I trash it,” Sari 
shoots the idea down. 


“We’ll lure him in with a nice hunk of change, and if that isn’t enough, a 
picture of my tight arse.” Lori’s ridiculous offer makes me walk to my 
messenger bag and grab my phone. 


“No.” I growl. 
“Oh, I see, you don’t want him to fall in love with my assets. Clever.” 


“Shut up!” Would some duct tape on Lori’s mouth do the trick? No, he’d 
probably gnaw his way through it. 


“I could go see him incognito with a cool disguise, which means a trip to 
the thrift store and a fake ID, maybe a wig—” 


Michael cuts him off, “Lori, we need a plausible story first, then an Extreme 
Makeover.” 


“It’s good to always think ahead in case something goes pear-shaped. But 
okay. I got it. We can tell him that the mascot of the...Chicago football 
team has gone missing, and since the players are very superstitious, he 
needs to find the bloody dolphin—bear ASAP.” 


“That’s the storyline for Ace Ventura.” Michael shakes his head with a hint 
of exasperation. 


“What’s that?” Sari asks. He doesn’t get out much unless it is related to his 
work. I don’t know how Lori convinced him to come to his yoga classes. 
But I’m glad to see Sari relax. 


“Stop this nonsense and just...let the grown-up with the best tight ass 
work.” I give them a stern look. “Serena, how’s the Hunter Bear case 
going?” I tap on my bracelet—a new gadget I’ve started to use to 
communicate more easily with Serena—which has a small speaker 
connected to my AI assistant so everybody in the room can hear her. 


“Cool!” Lori tries to imitate the deep voice on movie trailers as he sits on 
the sofa. “The Hunter Bear snooping is on.” 


“Just a moment, Daddy,” Serena promptly answers, making Lori whistle. 


“Oh, Daddy Rami. So sweet.” Michael wipes a fake tear from the corner of 
his eye. 


I curl my lips over my teeth at him. I need to get back at him somehow... 
without getting killed by Raph in the process. 


“Although fucking with Reacher is always entertaining, I want to keep 
going with the stalking part. So we need more hors d’oeuvres, Bones.” 
Then Lori quickly adds, “Something out of a package please.” 


Michael looks at him with narrowed eyes, but Gremlin throws him an 
innocent smile and keeps going, “Siri, play song seven on the revisited 
stalker playlist.” 


“(Hungry Like a Wolf’ by Duran Duran playing now,” Siri’s voice resounds 
in the room before the early eighties electronic pop tune starts. 


Lori moves his lithe torso to the music, bumping Sari’s shoulder to invite 
him to dance with him. Shockingly, my brother does it, and not in a timid, 
stiff way. Sari follows with sinuous smoothness every move Lori makes. I 
didn’t know he could dance like this—or at all. 


“You should definitely come clubbing with us, Angel.” 


Sari smiles while Michael places some crudités, dips, and a pack of pretzels 
on the coffee table. “I want to come to!” 


“T’ll take you, babe.” Raph walks out of the elevator directly into the 
penthouse and goes straight to a smiling Michael. They exchange a PG-13 
kiss and then sit one on top of the other on the armchair. 


“Fourteen minutes and fifty-two seconds. I won.” Sari walks back to the 
kitchen and grabs the bet money we left on the counter. 


“I have a new development in the Hunter Bear case,” Serena suddenly says. 
“Potential donor?” Raph asks, using his uninterested tone. 
“He wishes Magnum P.I. would donate some fluids,” Lori teases. 


Oh, he will. “Tell me everything, Serena.” 


From my crouched position behind a four-foot fence, I’m keeping an eye on 
the old townhouse and small backyard where Malcom Bindy, a low-life 
drug dealer supposedly is. August’s phone contained Malcom’s name as his 
next hit. Pm pretty sure it has no connection to Phoenix, but being the 
meticulous and scrupulous person I am, I came to check him out—and to 
use this situation as bait. 


“He’s arrived,” Serena’s voice resounds clearly in my ear. And he bit! 
Hunter Bear is here. My body starts filling with fire and excitement. My 
lips curl up. 


I can't believe I’ve been stalked. I feel strangely flattered. 


Lori fucking screamed like a banshee when Serena let us know this 
morning that Grizzly has been following me. For almost two days. I have to 
say, Hunter Penn is good at his job. I didn't notice his tailing. I know he’s a 


skilled P.I. with a ninety-eight percent success rate, but I’m surprised he’s 
capable of being almost invisible with his oversized body. 


“Where?” I ask her. 


“Two blocks east, he’s getting off his motorcycle. Soon I will lose sight of 
him, there aren’t other cameras around this area.” 


“Expand the search. There’re a couple of parked cars, check if they have 
dash cams.” 


“One, but it only operates with the car’s ignition system. Pl look for 
moving cars passing by.” Atta girl! 


I’m suddenly energized at the thought of seeing him. 


And I can’t remain still much longer. I’ve surveyed the quiet, creepy 
neighborhood. Not many people living here or cars driving by. 


I wait a few more minutes to be sure Hunter is close enough and has a clear 
view...of me. Then I straighten up, take a couple of steps, and smoothly 
vault over the fence, placing my hand on the flat top and pushing into it as 
my legs swing to the other side. 


I studied the blueprint of the house before coming here. The best point of 
entry is through the exterior basement door. The chain is rusty; a pair of 
tongs, and I’d be in. But that’s too easy. I’d rather try the open glass door on 
the second floor. Showing my parkour skills to a certain grizzly makes that 
decision very easy. 


I run toward the house, and using the momentum, I jump on the brick wall 
and climb Spiderman style. Just a few steps before twisting my body to the 
right to grab onto the metal rail of the small balcony with both gloved 
hands. I fluidly pull myself up, corded arms popping, and haul my feet up to 
the rail. I ease myself silently onto the balcony with the perfect mix of force 
and agility and push myself flat to the wall, only peeking for a second 
inside the room through the open glass door. It’s empty, and I slowly walk 
in. Apart from an unmade single bed, the room is bare, musty, and dirty. 


I reach the ajar door across the room and pause. There are no noises coming 
from inside the house. 


“Hunter Penn is entering the house at the front door.” Serena must have 
found a cam. 


The front door? Ballsy. I like it. “Only one body heat signature on the first 
floor. Not moving. Heart rate stable.” Sleeping, perhaps? 


“Got it. Let me know if that changes,” I order her. 
“Will do.” 


I slide into the corridor and check the other room. It’s rank, the air stale. 
The ratty furniture is covered in what look like rodent bites. The small 
television is ancient and broken, with a thick layer of dust on it. 


I turn down the hallway, at the top of the stairs, my feet halt when I see a 
shadow moving slowly on the first floor. Large brown boots enter my line 
of vision followed by a pair of strong thighs and a wide chest before 
Hunter’s rugged face comes into view as well. Fuck, he’s so damn 
handsome. And ripped. 


And mine for the taking. 


I take a step back and let the evening shadow hide me. He turns left and 
keeps going while I soundlessly descend the carpeted stairs and follow him. 


When only three feet of distance is between us, I ask, “Looking for me?” 


He stiffens and sucks in a breath. I feel kind of proud of myself. I’m sure 
it’s not easy to take this grizzly by surprise. 


He slowly turns to face me. His deep eyes are guarded, studying me as if I 
am a predator ready to capture him. And I feel like one. I spent hours going 
Over our previous exchange, trying to discern how his mind works, studying 
whatever I could find about him—and it was deliciously darker than I 
expected. That only gave me more reasons to be attracted to him. 


I see the moment he recognizes me; his eyes widen almost imperceptibly 
and fall on my shaved cheeks. Does he like my beard-less face? Is he happy 
to see me? I can’t tell from his unreadable expression. 


He’s so massive. I forgot how big his shoulders are. I suddenly feel the 
uncontrollable need to run my hands up his glorious biceps and squeeze his 


strong pecs. Would they be covered in curls or just peppered by them? 
I’m undressing him with my eyes again. Oops. 


I force my gaze back to his face. I have to tilt my head back to do it. If he is 
puzzled by this turn of events, he hides it well behind an unfazed mask. 


He abruptly grabs my shirt and shoves me against the wall. Adrenaline 
starts pumping into my veins. I grin and lift my hands, showing him I’m 
unarmed. 


“Why are you following me, Ramiel?” he hisses in my face, and poof! my 
briefs melt along with my inhibitions. 


“While not against stalking, I’m not the stalker here.” I tsk a couple of 
times, just to let my words sink in. “You were watching me at the male strip 
club as you talked to the owner. Did he offer you a job? Stripper or 
bodyguard?” I don’t let him reply. But either a full-body check or a private 
dance from him sounds glorious to me. “Then there you were near the 
supermarket. How could you remain outside when there’s an aisle filled 
with artificially flavored chips right there? Also, I wouldn’t have renounced 
my prize at the Bingo parlor like you did, but I have to admit, old Irene 
spitting her false teeth out in excitement at winning was priceless. Unless... 
your presence in all these places was purely coincidental. But wait, you 
don’t believe in coincidences, or God.” My smirk is quite supercilious, but I 
cannot help it. 


His jaw tics as he keeps staring. I know I crossed the line a bit, but I dig that 
stern look on him. Having all his attention solely on me, the intensity of his 
gaze studying my every facial movement, makes me finally understand the 
saying about butterflies in the belly. I have a swarm of them causing a damn 
storm inside me. 


His expression turns wary. “You knew. You...lured me here.” His other 
hand moves against the wall a few inches from my face. 


“Aren’t you impressed yet?” I let out a mocking chuckle. “I thought you 
were a smart guy, but you seem very confused by this.” His fist tightens on 
my collar while his other hand grabs my wrist and pins it to the wall. 


Yes! The idea of him having his way with me against a hard surface makes 
my body suddenly awaken, faster than usual. My senses are filling in the 
gaps rapidly, and I start to feel his long fingers curling around my wrist, his 
hot body slightly touching mine, his minty breath on my face. His scent hits 
me, smoky, rich, and male, setting those butterflies’ wings on fire. 


There’s no way Hunter is bad at fucking. Not when everything he does 
exudes power, fluidity, and heat. So much heat. 


“Pm not the one backed against a wall.” He emphasizes his words by 
pushing his body more firmly against me while my free gloved hand falls 
on his wool sweater-clad, slightly round belly. He doesn’t try to suck it in, 
which means he’s confident in his skin. And that is another big turn-on for 
me. 


My smile broadens. I lean my head closer to him, and at the same time, 
push my interested dick into his thigh. A grunt escapes him, and my cock 
hardens. Well, I’m fucking human, and he’s not bad looking. The fucking 
opposite. That big, juicy mouth... want to taste it. Now that my beard is 
gone, I can thoroughly enjoy it sans hairy obstacles. I slick my lower lip, 
and when I catch him following the movement of my tongue, I bite into the 
soft skin, feeling smug as fuck. 


“Is that a gun, or are you just happy to see me?” I tease him. I know there’s 
a pistol under his jacket, but what I’m talking about is the biggie in his 
pants...a fucking bazooka pushing against my belly. 


Taking advantage of his moment of distraction, I quickly cock my arm 
back, letting my hand smack the inside of his wrist hard enough to make 
him release my shirt, and then I press my forearm forcibly against his neck. 
Using his body weight against him, I spin him back against the wall and 
reverse our Starting position. 


He’s bigger than me and stronger but doesn’t try to push me away. 
Whatever the reason, I don’t care. I just want to keep feeling. I grab his big 
hand and lift it near his face—imitating his previous act—stroking the 
calloused center of his palm with my pinky while my lower body forcefully 
grinds into his. 


He’s getting harder and even bigger against my abdomen. Fuck yes! 


“Who’s the one pinned now?” I whisper darkly into his ear. The smooth 
skin of his neck is such a temptation, I have to grit my teeth against it. But I 
can’t stop wondering what he would taste like. Salty? Sweet? Musky? 


What the hell, I tilt my head back and bite his chin hard, letting the tip of 
my tongue have a quick tidbit. He tastes like fucking sin. Succulent and 
decadent. 


He tenses but still doesn’t do anything to fight me. 


Every nerve in my body is electrified, and I want to ride this feeling-wave 
so badly. 


His eyes are laser-focused on me as his strong hand slides under my jacket, 
down my back, and toward my ass. He pauses a moment when his fingers 
bump against the knife I have tied to my side and then goes back to trailing 
down. I’m a second away from finally discovering what it will be like to be 
groped by the bodacious bear when his merciless fingers curl around my 
belt loops instead. 


To pull me away? Keep me in place? 


Serena’s next words are like a bucket of cold water on my lusty fog. “Body 
heat moving toward you.” 


I swear under my breath and pull back, letting him go. It takes him a second 
too long to release his hold on my pants, but he does. The more distance I 
put between us, the more my body turns numb again. I fucking hate this 
part, but I’ve learned to live with it. 


“Sorry, Grizzly, we have company.” I wink at him. 


1? 


“How do you...? Watch o—!” His words are covered by a strong cracking 
sound. And when I look down, a piece of a broken board lies near my shoe 
and a faint ache is spreading through my left shoulder. 


I spin to look at the lanky guy holding the broken piece of wood. He looks 
young, in his twenties, wearing a long hoodie and loose pants. 


Shaggy black hair. 
Black eyes. 


Pretty average. 
It’s Malcom Bindy. 
“Did you just hit me with a rotten piece of board?” I hiss at him. 


“What we-were you do-ing to him?” he slurs at me. Is he drunk? And did he 
really imply I was hurting the taller and bigger man? 


“Do I need to carve an erotic sketch on your forehead with my knife to 
make you understand?” I take a step his way. His eyes dart from me to 
Hunter, and he suddenly backs away, stumbling and falling, hitting his head 
hard on the doorframe. 


His unconscious body lying on the dirty floor makes me blow out a long, 
exasperated breath. 


“You scared him,” I scold Grizzly. 
“I did?” He raises a dubious black eyebrow. 


I check Malcom’s pulse. “He’s breathing and high as a kite.” His blown 
pupils confirm my theory. “Let’s put him in that armchair.” I point at the 
green one in the room on the right. 


“What do you want from him?” 


Hunter hauls him up on his shoulder and drops him on the armchair without 
my help. He’s built, but I’d bet that mostly hard work created all that power. 
His biceps and shoulders bulge out of the tight black jacket as his thick 
thighs seem to want to tear through the worn-out jeans. He looks like one of 
those ancient bronze statues, but on steroids. 


“Just to ask a few questions.” Hoping Malcom will be able to answer them. 
My eyes fall on several beer and liquor bottles and the bags of what look 
like cocaine and pills piled up on the long table near the flat screen TV—he 
must have tried the merchandise. 


There are crates along the walls. Three guns and a couple of rifles are lying 
on an open one. After a quick inspection, I notice that the serial numbers 
have been removed. “Are you sure you want to stick around, Hunter Bear?” 
I point at the illegal stuff. 


“How the fuck do you know my name?” he growls, supporting my grizzly 
nickname. 


“You know mine, and I know yours. It’s only fair.” His unimpressed stare 
lets me know he doesn’t like my reply. “Did you know that polar bears are 
actually black? They have dark skin under all that white fur.” 


His lips twitch. Is he trying to stifle a smile? Malcom chooses that moment 
to moan. His eyes are glassy, and he has a half smile on his face. 


I grab my phone and start taking a video. “Oh, look what we have here, 
illegal guns, drugs, more drugs, and a tripping idiot. You’ve been a very bad 
boy, Malcom.” 


He swings up from the armchair in a pathetic attempt to grab my phone, but 
because of his inebriated state, he starts to sway one way and then the other. 
I shove the idiot, and he falls back like a sack of potatoes. 


“I bet the police would love to see this.” I stop the video and pocket my 
phone. 


He snorts. Damn. How many drugs did he sample? Did he drink those 
empty bottles of alcohol by himself? 


“Who is he?” Hunter asks, looking at the guy. 


“Malcom Bindy, twenty-five years old. Went missing when he was sixteen. 
He’s a small dealer with an addiction to cocaine.” 


“Is there a reason why you want to question him?” Hunter’s gaze is on me, 
searching for answers. But this is not the right time. 


“Yes,” I reply simply. 


Malcom is looking at Hunter with confused eyes. “What-what are you 
doing here?” His expression has turned frightened now. 


“See? It’s you he’s afraid of.” I told him so. 


“He’s out of his mind,” Hunter mutters before moving away and 
disappearing down the hall. 


Malcolm starts giggling. Yeah, Grizzly is probably right. 


“Do you know why there’s a target on your head?” I ask him, but he’s too 
fascinated by the rings on his fingers and the cheap bracelet around his 
wrist. I slap him hard on the face and crouch down to look him in the eye. 
“Do you know August Baker?” 


Malcolm seems to think about it. “No. August,” he pronounces the name, 
using what I can only assume is a German accent. Then he laughs. 


“Au-guuust! August!” His laughter soon takes on a hysterical edge. He 
doesn’t look bothered by the fact that two big men are interrogating him. 
Well, now only me. Where did my grizzly go? 


“Serena, let me know if Hunter Bear leaves the house.” 
“Yes, Daddy.” 


“Darling, please stop calling me that.” My voice has taken on a pleading 
tone. 


“But you created me, therefore you are my daddy, aren’t you?” Her 
reasoning has no faults, but... 


“Who the fuck are you talking to?” 


I spin around, and there's Hunter, big, dark, and sexy. It’s amazing how my 
brain cannot do his magnificence justice. Every time I see him again, I 
realize how lousy my memory is. 


“My AL.” 


He frowns, and I find it so fucking hot. How can a frown be hot? Now that I 
think about it, Mr. T was one of my favorite jerk-off fantasies when I was a 
teen. Good times. I’m in serious need of revisiting my adolescent crushes. 


“Malcom is out. Did you find anything interesting in the other rooms?” 
He shakes his head, and I start moving toward the ajar front door. 
“Let’s grab a coffee,” I propose, but his next word halts my steps. 


“Why?” He sounds suspicious. 


“Well, don’t make me feel like I’m drop-dead fucking gorgeous!” I 
sarcastically respond, looking back at him. 


“Two people...” It’s all I hear from Serena before the front door suddenly 
bursts open and two men wearing black ski masks, dark clothes, and 
combat boots rush in. The first one comes at me holding in each fist a tiger 
claw three blade knife—Wolverine claws, I prefer to call them. The weapon 
slashes the air a few inches from my chest as I bend my torso backward to 
avoid it. He comes at me with his other hand, this time tearing the sleeve of 
my leather coat. I feel a light sting as the blades graze my skin, and my 
senses are switched on by the adrenaline pumping inside of me. 


“This is my Morpheus coat, you moron!” I scowl at him. Morpheus. 
Another old crush. I kind of see a pattern here. 


On his next attack, I evade the man’s claws, twisting my body to the side, 
and after taking hold of his thick wrist, I shove the blades into the wall. He 
pulls on his hand in an attempt to unstick them from the white plaster, 
leaving himself completely defenseless. Big mistake. 


A well-placed kick breaks his kneecap, making him grunt and his leg almost 
give out. He finally lets go of the blades in the wall as he tries to keep his 
balance, putting his weight on his right leg. I deliver a left hook to his side 
while my right slides his sweaty ski mask off, then my left delivers another 
hard punch under his chin that forces him back. 


I send a quick glance Hunter’s way. He has the other guy in a headlock, 
choking him. 


“Ready to tell me who you are and why you kicked the door down when it 
was already open, Jean-Claude?” I ask the fucker panting in front of me. 


He’s unsurprisingly the reticent type and doesn’t give me an answer. But he 
glances Hunter’s way before turning his attention to me. I know he isn’t 
going to talk, but that glance told me everything I wanted to know. There’s 
no point in keeping him alive. 


Also, he stinks. “The deodorant you’re using is definitely not working. If 
you even use any, Pepé Le Pew.” 


He spits some blood on the floor and glares at me. No sense of humor or 
hygiene. Need to ask Sari if that has some grounds for an experiment. 


He pushes away from the wall and swings his clawed hand at me again, 
urging me to move backward. But in his condition, the movement lacks 
precision, and it’s easy to evade. I grab his forearm as I shove him hard, 
using my bigger bulk. I force his hand near his throat, his claws drawing a 
few drops of blood. 


“Tell Satan I'll keep ’em coming,” I utter before piercing his throat with his 
own weapon and letting him go. His eyes widen as he takes a step back and 
then collapses stiffly on the floor. 


I turn to find a slightly heavy-breathing Hunter staring at me. I can see fire 
in his eyes, but I don’t know if it’s caused by the fight or something else. 
His guy is lying face down on the floor. Hunter’s big boot lifts from the 
guy’s broken neck—I bet he only had to stomp on it once. So fucking hot. 


“Okay?” I ask him. He nods, seemingly unaffected by the situation. His 
eyes run quickly down my body as if he’s checking for injuries and pause 
on the cut on my shoulder. That makes an unfamiliar, not sexual feeling 
spread in my guts. 


Grizzly turns the dead body over and takes the mask off the guy. 


My merciless succubus is at it again, and soon, my just acquired senses 
disappear. Still, I have a matter at hand to take care of. 


I take a picture of the dead dudes’ faces and ask Serena if she can find a 
match in the database. “Check ex-military as well.” Their buzz cuts and the 
way they fought screamed Marines to me—in addition to their boots and 
fashion style. 


“What are you into?” Hunter growls. 
“They weren’t here for me, Grizzly.” 
“Malcom?” 


“Maybe. This one,” I point at Pepé, “seemed to really like you. But I’m not 
sure. Need to dig more. How about you tell me everything that can be 


related to this over a coffee?” 


“Who are you? Apart from a rich game developer?” he asks, instead of 
accepting my invitation. 


“Aww, you really checked me out? I’m honored.” I wink at him. 


When Serena starts talking, I activate the speaker on my bracelet. “Jim 
Sears and Morris Frank, ex-Navy.” Navy not Marines, close enough. 
“Dishonorably discharged on suspicion of espionage. They were 
mercenaries accepting jobs on the dark web.” 


“Do they have any connection to Malcom Bindy?” Hunter asks, leaning his 
body toward my wrist. So cute. 


“Serena, check that and also if there’s any link with August Baker.” 


“The guy you kidnapped? What does he have to do with this?” He points at 
the dead mercenaries. “The hell is going on? Since I met you, I’ve been 
attacked four times.” 


“Like your life was all roses before!” I send him a firm look that dares him 
to refute it. 


“Are you always this...” 


“Fabulous? Gorgeous? Magnificent?” I offer him some adjectives that 
would fit perfectly my marvelous self. 


“Annoyingly evasive?” His gruff voice and unwavering gaze make my dick 
twitch, uncaring of his words. 


“I do my best, Grizzly.” I give him a big smile. “Look, Pll tell you what I 
know, but not here.” 


“Fine, but let’s do it quickly,” my bear relents. He turns and strides off 
without waiting for me. Hunter is a step away from giving it to me. He just 
doesn’t know it yet. 


I send a quick text to Uri, telling him to come here and take care of the 
bodies since he owes me big, and to keep an eye on Malcom. I need to 
interrogate him when he’s sane again. 
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I stop my car in the café parking lot and get out. I look around until I find 
Hunter leaning on a red motorcycle, phone in hand. When I get close 
enough, I realize that there’s a green, egg-shaped seat attached to his bike. 


I whistle. “It’s a sidecar.” I have never seen one in real life. Only in a couple 
of old movies. The bike is sturdier than I thought, and bigger, while the seat 
is quite small and uncomfortable looking. 


“Let’s go,” he rumbles, disregarding my interest. 


“O-kay,” I say... to his back. He enters the café, pausing to hold the door 
for me, and then moves to the counter. 


The barista straightens from his relaxed position. His scrutinizing eyes go 
from Hunter’s serious expression to smiling, approachable me. He decides 
I’m a better target and undresses me with a dirty look in the few seconds it 
takes to reach him. 


“Hey, Noah,” I greet him, placing my tumbler in front of him. Lori had a 
quickie with him a few months ago. He’s good-looking with his dark, 
mussed hair, golden skin, and smiling blue eyes. 


“Hey, Remil, nice trim work.” He points at my shaved cheeks while 
butchering my name. No barista gets it right. “The usual?” His tone is flirty 
and very interested, though. A week ago, I'd have fucked him in the 


employee room. But right now, all I want is the dark giant standing rigidly 
next to me. 


But I’m still my coquettish self. “Yes, what an amazing memory you have.” 
I dip my sugary voice in sweet glaze. 


“Well, when you come here, it is not easy to forget.” His pierced tongue 
comes out for a second when he licks the corner of his mouth. He’s such a 
tease. It doesn’t do much for me, but I start wondering if my grizzly has any 
hidden piercings. That would make my brain implode. 


“The service is very good.” I wink at Noah, enjoying the sight of Hunter’s 
jaw clenching in the corner of my eye. He doesn’t seem impressed. He’s 
bear-y handsome, but he certainly isn’t the only one. Although, my cock 
seems to point at him like a compass to north every time he’s around. 


“I have been praised for my...servicing by quite a few people before, 
Remil,” he drawls. Lori did say that Noah has a black hole throat— 
whatever that means. 


I open my mouth to flirt back when Hunter cuts in, spelling my name to 
Noah. “It’s R-a-m-i-e-l. Hurry up and add a double latte to the order.” His 
low and dark tone makes it sound more like a threat than a drink order. And 
the vicious, deep growl at the end forces Noah to jerk back while I feel a 
shiver right down to my balls. 


“Sure. Separate bills?” the barista asks me, seemly deciding to ignore 
Hunter. 


“Nope, my treat.” I slide my credit card out of my wallet. “Can you add a 
couple of bear claws as well?” I feel Hunter’s stern expression on me, 
letting me know he got my pun. I place my platinum card on the POS 
terminal until the payment goes through. 


Noah slides a tray with our orders toward me. “See you soon, Ramiel.” His 
suggestive tone paints a very clear picture of what he’d like to do next time 
we meet. I wink at him, enjoying the rough way Hunter yanks the tray and 
turns away. Broody, sexy bear. 


The café is almost empty at this time in the evening. We can sit anywhere, 
but Hunter chooses the table in the corner—the furthest away from the 


cashier. 


My chair has my back to the counter. “Stop glowering at the barista like you 
wish you could incinerate him. You already showed him who’s the baddest 
grizzly in here!” 


Hunter grunts and turns his murderous glare to me. Better than being 
ignored, I guess. 


His eyes fall on my tumbler as I take a sip from it, specifically on the 
sticker that says, Dark Coffee to Match My Soul. I think I see his lips tilt up 
for a half second, that or the fumes coming from the coffee are giving me 
hallucinations. 


Hunter shrugs out of his jacket and slings it over the back of his chair, 
putting on display his glorious hard chest, soft belly, and gun holster. 
“Talk.” He grabs one of the bear claws and tears it in half with his sharp, 
white teeth. Wish he dug those into my skin. 


His commanding tone should annoy me, but instead, it makes me horny as 
fuck. My cock is seriously interested, but it's never been very picky. The 
last big guy who topped me was a shithead, who turned into a donor and 
was killed by Uri after Rague tortured him. Not that I cared, he hurt Sully, 
so he deserved all the pain he got, but he had a decent cock. 


Hunter, from what I remember feeling against my belly, must be hung like a 
damn horse. 


I start talking. “Today, the forecast predicted a chance of rain, but the sun 
almost burned my pupils. How do they—” 


“What?” 
“You said talk. I’m talking, Grizzly,” I sassily reply. 


“Tell me what you know, Ramiel, or I’m out of here,” he impatiently says. I 
like to hear my name in his gravelly voice. 


I also don’t want him to leave, so I offer, “I know more than your name, 
Hunter Penn.” 


He throws the rest of his pastry on the plate. “So game developer is only a 
facade?” 


“No, it’s my job. The cyber researcher part is more of a hobby.” I wave my 
hand, and his gaze goes to my fingerless gloves. 


“Cyber researcher? You’re a hacker who fights like a pro and kidnaps 
hitmen in his spare time.” He takes a cautious sip from his cup, never taking 
his eyes away from me. Those juicy lips close around the brim and his 
Adam’s apple bobs as he lets the liquid pour down his throat. 


His large mouth is accentuated by the light brush of stubble over his rugged 
jaw. But his eyes are his most prominent feature. I have a feeling that I 
could dive inside those deep pools and never come up for air. 


“You made Marcus talk, and he told you about his brother’s line of work. 
Impressive. But you didn’t kill him.” I checked. But he did kill the 
mercenary who attacked him. He broke his neck. A fast, almost painless 
way to die. 


“There’s still time,” he growls. “This Malcom, is he connected to the 
Bakers and my attacks?” 


“You said you were attacked four times. One with Marcus and August and 
their friends and one with the mercenaries makes two. When were the 
others?” 


He blows out a long breath but doesn’t reply. 


“Hunter, I get that you’re skeptical.” When he raises a questioning eyebrow 
at me, I keep going. “I told you I know about you and your past.” 


“Really? And it’s an ordinary occurrence for you to be seen with a 
murderer.” His tone is flat, his eyes have turned stony. 


I don’t fucking like that, I want his serious, angry look back. “Yes, actually, 
a daily occurrence.” I can see he thinks I’m joking. But I’m being honest 
here. I’m a killer like the rest of my family. But it doesn't seem to work, so I 
try a different approach. “You paid for your crime. You were sent to prison 
and released early for good behavior.” 


“The fact that you can get inside databases and read police reports or find 
old newspaper articles doesn’t mean you can get to the truth of a matter. But 
only to the half-truths that float on the surface.” His heated speech hits me 
right in the gut. Because finding him guilty is what is wrong with our 
society. It was just a way for the police department, together with the 
judicial system, to show to the public that policemen too have to follow the 
law. Even though what Hunter did was fucking justified, he was made the 
example. A fucking pawn. 


I can see he’s close to standing up and leaving, so I add, “You’re right, the 
truth comes only by talking to a person and observing them and listening to 
them. That’s what I’m doing.” I load my words with sincerity. 


His gaze sharpens on me. I could very much do this by myself, I don’t need 
help. But after reading about Hunter’s past? I feel like there’s something 
about him, and I’m not talking about his dick. Although at first, it was the 
only reason I looked into him because, duh, he’s a fucking vision. But he’s 
good at what he does. We could work well together. His physical 
appearance is more like an incentive now. 


So, I tell him, “August Baker was a hitman, and the next person on his list 
was Malcom Bindy.” 


“Was?” 


He saw me kill the mercenary, I don’t need to put into words what I did to 
August. 


“Did he tell you that?” he asks. 


“Would you believe me if I said I tickled his feet till he confessed?” Maybe 
he felt a tingle when I cut one off. 


“Did you pop one of those pills from Malcom’s?” Is he teasing me now? So, 
he does have a light side to him. 


I smirk. “I have my methods. Like you have yours, Grizzly.” The way he 
worked Marcus Baker to get information is impressive. Just like the rest of 
him. I slowly blink and slide my eyes over his wide chest. I want to open 
the rest of the Henley’s buttons and see more of his skin. 


“I do shake people to get information.” He runs his hand over his shaved 
head, displaying his huge bicep and mountainous pec. If this is his idea of 
flirting, he’s damn good at it. 


“T bet,” I cough into my fist. I wish he’d shake me. Too many wishes lately. 
“Tell me about the attacks.” 


“A car tried to run my bike off the road and into a pile of wooden planks. 
Thirty minutes later I’m pretty sure I saw that same car driving away after I 
got shot at,” he calmly says, fumbling with his bracelet. 


“When did that happen? Where? Did you see their faces?” I ply him with 
questions, even though I know Hunter is a skilled investigator who’s been 
through worse. 


“Three nights ago. On the way to St. Benedict Cemetery. The shooting 
inside the cemetery. No, but I got a partial plate.” 


“A cemetery at night? Kinky.” I wink at him. I want to ask him what he was 
doing there, but seeing how hard it was to make him talk, I’ll get an answer 
faster if I dig myself. I tap my bracelet to put my AI on speaker. “Serena, I 
want visual on St. Benedict Cemetery three nights ago.” I instruct Hunter, 
“Tell her what street you were driving on, at what time, what cemetery 
entrance, and the partial plate.” 


“I have someone working on it already,” Hunter replies. 


Since he’s been a P.I. for two years, he must have some techie. “Serena is 
better, right, darling?” 


“Yes, Daddy,” she answers. 


Grizzly must see the wince on my face because he says, “Not into daddy 
kinks.” 


“Are you taking notes for later?” I pucker my lips, and his eyes fall there. 
He grunts unfathomably and then gives Serena the information she needs. 


When he’s done, he asks, “Why does she call you Daddy?” 


“A petty, vengeful brother-in-law and the fact that I created her may have 
something to do with it,” I let him know. 


“Can’t you simply make her stop?” 


“I could. But I won’t. Serena is my baby, I don’t like to screw with her 
brain.” Which may sound stupid to most people since she’s an AI, but she is 
unique and perfect as she is. “Also, the easy way out is boring. I’m sure I 
can convince her to stop calling me that somehow.” 


“The first time I saw you, I thought you were a bum. Never would’ve taken 
you for a tech genius.” He gives me that soul-deep stare of his. 


“Well, we can’t judge a book by its cover, can we?” 


Hunter scratches the light stubble on his cheek and then strokes his chin 
with his index finger. I can hear the sound of the coarse hair being rubbed 
and can’t stop imaging what it would feel like between my thighs. 


The crackle of something bursts in the air between us. I lick my lower lip, 
then sink my teeth slowly into it, satisfied to see his eyes darkening. 


“What’s your next move?” He’s trying to ignore the current flowing 
between us. Why? No quickies with work partners? 


“While Serena works her magic, I’m going to meet one of my informants 
tomorrow. I contacted him on my way here. He has a connection to a big 
organization and can maybe shed some light on the hitman front.” I stand 
up and take a step toward him, placing my hand on the table and leaning 
slightly over him. 


“We are going to meet him,” he corrects me, sliding his eyes over my chest 
and further down. 


Hook. Bait. Bite. “See something you like?” I use my fuck-me tone, the one 
that gets me cock every time. 


His jaw clenches, and then he slowly leaves his chair and straightens up. 
My head tips up to keep eye contact while he tilts his down to peer into my 
face. He must be six-foot-five since he’s almost looming over me and have 
at least sixty pounds on my two hundred. I feel small, and I fucking love it. 


“Come on, after what happened you deserve some...enjoyment.” I feel like 
the tempting Devil—sans the scales, the slithering tail, and the apple. Well, 
I’m the apple and the Devil. Can I be both? 


“T took my enjoyment while fighting,” he growls, but I can see something 
growing...in his jeans. 


“Why not take more?” I press my tongue to my inner cheek and then push 
against it, showing him clearly where he could take it from. 


He steps closer, and his already deep voice drops another octave. “You want 
to be used? To be my fuck hole, Ramiel?” 


My cock instantly stiffens. A dirty talker. Am I dreaming? “I fucking count 
on it, Hunter Bear.” 


He lets out what I can only describe as a low, rumbly roar. Then he grabs 
my shirtfront and drags me out, using my body very unceremoniously to 
open the back door. 


“You really like silent, narrow back alleys,” I joke as he pulls me abruptly 
against his chest and turns me around so his back is pressed to the wall. He 
feels hard everywhere, and I moan as my brain starts bombarding me with 
different sensations. 


His hand lets go of my shirt and moves to my shoulder, exerting warm, firm 
pressure until I start going down to my knees. His eyes don’t leave mine as 
he unbuttons his jeans with deft fingers. 


Big hands. Long fingers. I want to suck on them, slick them thoroughly, and 
then let them stuff me full. 


“T’m a big motherfucker,” he says gruffly. And I know he isn’t talking about 
his body size. 


“Show me,” I challenge him. I think I see a hint of appreciation in his gaze 
at my dauntless statement. 


Even though the unforgiving ground under my knees is painfully hard and 
he’s towering above me, I feel good. I like to let go from time to time. And 
let my hookups have control. 


He finally pushes his jeans down and...no underwear. Fuck! I find myself 
face to face with his long, very, very, very thick, dripping, porn-worthy, 
Black dick. The head points slightly to the left, and there’s a long vein 
running along the side. 


I nuzzle it, pushing my nose deeper, while taking a big breath. Earthy, rich, 
soapy...so good. This dick is my damn Everest. 


I feel those dark eyes on me, daring me, and I can’t resist. I lick his length 
from base to tip, savoring his salty, sharp taste on my tongue. His low groan 
travels all the way to my balls as I move back to see my work. My saliva 
looks so damn good on his cock. 


“Mmm, delicious.” I smirk at him. 


“Do you need instructions?” he taunts me, the impatience in his voice is 
clear. But I don’t care, because his voice has one-way access to my cock— 
the dirty road kind of access. 


“You’ll dream of this mouth, Grizzly. And beg for more.” 


“The only one salivating here is you,” he retorts. Am I? Before I can 
actually check, he says in an almost bored tone, “Less drooling more 
sucking.” And crosses his bulging arms over his chest. Daring me again. 


My eyes go back to the stiff black mamba between his legs. And those big, 
heavy balls. I want a mouthful of them. 


Seeing my gloves, I take them off hurriedly, and my fingers wrap around 
the smooth, hard length, giving it a couple of pumps. His thickness would 
stretch me so fucking good. My hole clenches at the thought. 


I hazard a look at his face. His arms are still crossed, eyes zeroed in on me, 
big chest rising and falling faster than usual. Unfortunately, his belly isn’t 
on display for me to perv on, but he has a delicious happy trail peeking 
from under his sweater, traveling down to the base of his dick. 


“Your cock is spank bank material,” I feel the need to tell him. 


He grunts and suddenly grips the back of my head and pushes me toward it 
—guess I made him wait long enough. The head spears my mouth, and I 


open big. Fuck, his pre-cum’s taste. I love cock flavor. And his is 
spectacular, salty, musky, and warm on my tongue. 


I moan all my enjoyment, probably too loudly, but his hardness, weight, 
smoothness, and warmth all at once? It’s so damn indescribable. I want this 
cock to live in my mouth. I can be his cock warmer, his twig and berries 
cover, his dick mitten...doesn’t really matter at the moment. 


I suck hard and take more of him. My mouth stretches to the maximum as 
he fists my hair and gives small, weak thrusts. The obscene slurping sound 
in the empty alley combined with the filthy sounds escaping from my 
mouth seem to encourage him. 


“You like to suck cocks? You are fucking moaning for it. Can you take 
more?” he grunts. 


I nod. Every goddamn part of me is alive, rising higher to the surface, 
pushing the numbness deep down. 


I take it until I gag and push back. Then let it slide inside again, deeper. My 
hand is still jerking the base since he’s so fucking huge. Perfect. 


Grizzly starts giving me orders with that deep, demanding voice of his. 
Suck harder. Relax your throat. Use more tongue. Give me some teeth. Pull 
on my balls. 


“Fuck, you’re sucking it like a starved slut.” As long as this man is making 
me feel...he can call me whatever he wants—but not daddy! 


I hum and grab his heavy balls in my hand and massage them while I slide a 
hand in my pants, wrap it around my aching dick, and start jerking off. 


I fucking love this. 


“Gonna really fuck your face now,” Hunter warns me a moment before he 
grabs my head on both sides and begins to work my mouth. The short, fast 
pumps turn into strong thrusts. 


I just open my sore throat and flatten my tongue, stroking the underside of 
his cock with it. 


Hunter is holding me still and face fucking me like I’m nothing but an 
object, a toy. And I like it. A lot more than I imagined. My raging boner is 
proof enough of that. After all of my taunting and flirting, I thought I knew 
what to expect. But this is so much more. 


I pump my hand around my cock, giving in to the blazing arousal coursing 
through my body as he makes me bob up and down, pulling me almost all 
the way off before sinking down as deep as I can go. And he can get very 
deep with me. 


The amazing smell of him mixed with my saliva affects me more than I 
want to admit. 


“You like to be used like a cocksleeve? Huh?” His dark tone is a bit out of 
breath. “I bet that cunt is wet and ready to cream on your fingers.” 


Say what? I totally get off on humiliation and degradation in all its 
variations, but having my hole called a cunt is new. 


“I bet you’ve got a greedy pussy hiding down there, tight and hot.” He 
growls, and his mouth-ramming quickens. “Needs to be fed some thick, 
Black cock.” 


Hot. Damn. 


I’m a masculine bottom, and most guys I’ve been with just call it a hole or a 
fuck hole. But when Hunter calls it a pussy, my eyes cross and lust like I’ve 
never felt before overwhelms me. 


“This mouth is going to wreck me. Fuck! Squeeze that throat. Mmm.” His 
words keep throwing fuel on my fire. 


He tightens his grip, his strong fingers scraping my scalp so fucking 
perfectly and painfully. The sting makes my hand jerk my dick faster as he 
slightly tilts my head up. I can barely focus on his face, too lost in my 
pleasure. 


“Show me how much you want to eat my load. Moan around my dick.” 


I easily do it, letting all my pleasure out as he mercilessly rails my throat, 
now grunting through his gritted teeth. I’m overpowered by what I’m 


feeling. I’m coming like a fire hydrant, ecstasy tears a hole inside of me and 
fills it with white, hot, ferocious pleasure. 


What the hell is this? It’s like my body is in overdrive, and I can’t stop it. 
It’s as if a wave of electricity has short-circuited my brain, and I have to 
keep riding it. I feel my eyes rolling back inside my head as my balls empty 
on the ground. 


When I finally manage to corral my mind and body back into the alley, I 
hear Hunter pant, “Coming on your face.” I want to tell him to flood my 
throat with it, but I can’t talk with his dick filling my mouth and my post- 
orgasm, foggy brain. 


He pushes deep one last time and groans angrily, fisting my hair before 
pulling out and covering my face in jizz. His eyes lose focus, and pleasure 
dances in the brown irises as all his barriers go down, taking my breath 
away. 


“Fucking take it,” he roars while pumping his hot cum over my mouth, 
cheeks, and chin. I lick it off my lips, wanting more of him and his sweet 
taste before I turn numb again. I use my fingers to try and clean my face 
and then suck on them. A contented moan escapes my lips. His hands in my 
hair turn almost tender, caressing my sides, massaging the sting of his grip 
away. Then he pulls back abruptly and tucks himself away. 


I’d hoped I could suck his cock clean before we parted. Guess I was wrong. 


I’m used to getting off, and then out the door before my cum has a chance 
to dry. I got what I wanted. Giving myself over to be used is always an 
orgasmic trip, but this time, I liked it more than I'll ever confess out loud. 
Maybe because Hunter made me work for it. 


I stand up and zip my jeans. My cum-wet boxers don’t lessen this jelly, 
floating, post-coital feeling. But the sweet pleasure is quickly being chased 
away by dullness. 


I pick up the gloves from the ground, and while putting them on, I see 
Hunter’s eyes on the large burn covering my left hand. And that’s why I use 
gloves, to avoid the questioning. Well, that’s one of the reasons. The main 
one is that they help me forget at times about my condition. It’s like I trick 


myself into thinking that I don’t feel touch because of these gloves covering 
my hands—even though I’m aware that’s not true. I mean, I can’t smell or 
taste either. 


Sick, right? Lying to myself. Kind of ridiculous and pathetic. But if a small, 
harmless lie helps keep me going, who am I to disagree? 


“What happened?” Hunter finally asks. I didn’t expect him to care enough 
to be curious. Maybe it’s just his P.I. side coming out. 


“Oil burn. I was a kid.” The half-truth I usually give comes easily out of my 
lips. I didn’t expect a reaction from him either, but his eyes darken. Oo-kay. 


“This was fun, Grizzly.” I wink. 
It really was. And that’s why I’m not done with him yet. 


“PII text you the place tomorrow. Don’t be late,” I add before walking back 
inside the café to grab my tumbler. 


A text from Uri arrives. 


Uri: Malcom Bindy wasn’t there. 


Fuck! 
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I walk inside the twenty-four seven market and see Ramiel straight away. 
It’s quite impossible not to. 


He’s built in all the right places. Those black jeans wrap around his 
muscular ass like a second skin, and his snug thermal shirt stretches over 
his big shoulders and trim waist. His thick mane of copper-red hair is 
messily falling down around his head. He turns, and those pondering pouty 
lips catch my attention, reminding me how tightly they sucked my cock dry 
the night before. I had to force myself not to come down his throat. 


He’s got a light stubble. His gorgeous, light brown eyes are focused on the 
two bags of chips he’s holding. 


I have never seen someone who looks that tempting and so completely 
puzzling at the same time. 


He looks up, and his familiar naughty smirk curls his mouth—that erotic 
mouth I know very well what it’s capable of. But only one dimple comes 
out. I suddenly find myself wanting to see the other two. 


“Grizzly! What do you think, barbecue or triple heat? Don’t tell me you’re a 
sour cream guy.” He pushes the bags toward me. 


“Barbecue. What are we doing here?” I ask him, trying to ignore the way 
his fresh-green, heady smell affects me. 


“Isn’t it obvious? Grocery shopping. Did I accidentally suck some brain 
cells through your cock too yesterday? It wouldn’t be the first time,” he 
jokes as he throws both bags in the cart and pushes it down the aisle. 


A woman nearby sends us a horrified look before hurriedly moving away. 


“Did you enjoy your massage? Tod gives happy endings, but you always 
choose Phil.” 


I freeze for a second. “How the fuck do you know...? Did you and Serena 
follow me?” Pm filled with irritation—toward myself. I didn’t notice 
Ramiel. How the fuck is that possible? 


“So cute of you to include Serena.” He presses his hand to his chest, 
looking all impish and shit. “And yes, we did. It was only fair to return the 
favor. Tod gives amazing massages.” 


Does that mean he got a happy ending? A snarl starts in my chest, but I 
block it. 


“Can you grab those chips? The taco-flavored ones,” he instructs me. 
“You like strong flavors.” 


“Yes, I do.” Ramiel wiggles his brows at me, licking his lips. The innuendo 
is very clear. And I do fucking remember how much he enjoyed licking his 
cum-covered fingers clean. Covered in my cum. 


I grit my teeth and pass him the chips while noticing that he’s doing his best 
to avoid brushing his fingers against mine. He’s wearing gloves again. Blue 
ones this time. Is it to cover the burn on the back of his hand? He doesn’t 
seem like someone who cares about what people think. He almost screamed 
about blowing me a second ago in a supermarket filled with people. 


“The Ford Explorer with your partial plate was found on the side of a 
freeway. It was reported stolen. No fingerprints. A bullet from your gun hit 
the trunk. I retrieved it, so the police won’t be able to link you to the scene.” 
He pulls the bullet from his jeans pocket and tosses it at me. 


I study it under the store’s white lights, holding the nose of the bullet away 
from me. The number and size of the grooves and lands around the 


circumference are unequivocally from the barrel of my gun, and the 
direction of twist is left. 


“Nice shot by the way,” he adds. 
I ball my fist around the bullet. “How did you—” 


“I have connections.” He says it like it’s the most obvious explanation. “No 
cameras outside the cemetery, and no other cam caught the car or you,” 
Ramiel finishes. 


I clear my throat. “Mm. Thank you for...this.” It’s awkward as hell. I’m not 
used to showing gratitude, and I still don’t know what’s his motive, his 
interest in all this. Does he have an angle? Why is he helping me? 


He shrugs like it wasn’t a big deal taking evidence away from a police case. 


I’m expecting a question regarding my visit to the cemetery, instead Ramiel 
switches gears. “You can tell a lot by watching a person’s cart.” 


The way his brain works is, again, puzzling. Maybe he’s not interested in 
my life. Or it’s more plausible that he already knows almost everything. 


“Look at that guy,” he keeps going. “He’s unhappily married and one step 
from dying of a coronary.” 


“Like you are?” I point at the products in Ramiel’s cart. Among the pile 
there are five bags of chips, Coke, coffee beans, smoked sausages, some 
very stinky cheese, and a big bottle of Tabasco. 


“Can’t be helped,” he explains, like he doesn’t have another choice. 

I have to ask. “How do you know the guy’s marriage is an unhappy one?” 
“He has tampons in his cart, which means married.” 

“Could be for a girlfriend or a sister.” 


He snorts. “How many guys would do that for a sister or a friend? Wouldn’t 
a good P.I. know that?” 


His crazy talk doesn’t shake my patience, since I’ve had to learn how to 
keep mine inside my house for the last two years. “The contents of his cart 


still don’t tell you if he’s unhappy in his relationship,” I insist. 


“But the I-want-to-run-away expression on his face does. Plus, I just found 
him on Facebook.” Ramiel turns his phone my way. I can see the same guy 
holding hands with a woman. They are wearing matching gold rings. 


I grunt. “How about yours? What do your groceries say, apart from the 
early death bit?" 


“You tell me.” He likes to challenge me, dare me, provoke me. He’ll learn 
soon enough that I never back down. 


“Messy. Puerile. Lonely.” 


He puckers those damn plump lips again. “You forgot clean.” He raises the 
two bottles of detergent. “And horny.” The coconut oil. 


My cock jerks at the mention of Ramiel’s horniness. “Can’t you buy lube?” 


“Not in a supermarket.” He rolls his eyes. “Would you let me stop at a sex 
shop next? Do you feel a whisper of desire?” He turns his voice into a sultry 
murmur while mirth fills his eyes. 


He’s fucking with me. He’s a rich—probably bored— eccentric genius with 
a dark hobby. He needs to be creative with how he gets his kicks. 


But I do want to see that submissive, dazed expression on Ramiel’s face as 
he comes undone again. 


I make myself stare at him until he breaks eye contact and glances down. 
My cock turns as hard as steel to see him yield in that small way. It might 
seem insignificant, but it’s actually the opposite. It means he’d let me have 
control over him, just like in the alley. 


“So, what would your cart have, Grizzly?” 
I growl at the nickname even though it doesn’t annoy me that much. 
“Come on, humor me.” That mischievous smirk will be the death of me. 


I think about the guys living with me. “Cereals, milk, a pile of veggies, 
eggs, pasta, meat. Normal shit, I suppose.” 


“You cook?” He grabs a pack of peppermint Altoids. 
Why all these questions? “You don’t?” 
His eyes dim. “I’d love to.” I think he mumbles, “Hey, darling.” 


I turn, and he’s staring ahead. He has a faraway look that appears on his 
face when he’s talking with Serena. 


“Great.” His voice is chirpy again, like I only imagined the shadows in his 
eyes. “My informant has arrived. Let me pay, and we can go.” 


“How do you talk to her?” Having an AI like Serena sounds very useful. I 
wonder what can she actually do. 


“To Serena? Wireless microchip implanted under my skin and in my ear, 
plus the bracelet on my wrist...” He keeps talking, but I get distracted as he 
stops at the cashier and bends to get the things out of the cart. My eyes zero 
in on ared strip of fabric peeking out of the back of Ramiel’s pants. 


What the fuck is he wearing? 


He bends again, and the jeans waistband slides down revealing the intricate 
red-orange lace. I can see more of the delicate fabric now, and my cock 
plumps all over again. Is it lingerie? Sexy as fuck men’s lingerie? 


I stop the grunt from leaving my chest. The erotic image forces me to adjust 
myself as my length continues to stiffen in my suddenly overly tight jeans. 
Ramiel turns around and smirks seeing what I'm doing. 


But before he can say anything, the old woman working at the register 
steals both our attention. “Oh dear, are you okay?” 


That’s when I notice Ramiel’s hand is pressing on the small cactus near the 
till. 


He lifts it, and I can see his glove is filled with long, thin white thorns. 
What I can’t see is a reaction of pain anywhere on his face. 


“Tm fine.” He moves his fingers. “The glove protected my skin. What a 
relief.” he smiles at her reassuringly. But reading facial cues is part of my 
job, and there’s tension and wariness there. 


He takes the wallet out of his jeans, and placing it on the check-out belt, he 
tries to slide his credit card out with one hand. 


I help him, and after bagging his groceries, we walk out to his car. A 
Hyundai Kona Electric. 


I place the bags in the trunk, and Ramiel pushes them further inside. That 
fucking strip of lace is visible again, and I know he’s doing it on purpose. I 
bite my inner cheek and fist my hands, forcing my cock to behave while I 
follow him. Ramiel sits sideways in the driver’s seat. He’s trying to pull out 
the thorns from his hand—with his fingers. 


I sigh and pull a small bag out of the inner pocket of my jacket before 
crouching down near him. 


“What’s that?” he asks as I slide out a pair of tweezers from my lock- 
picking kit. He leans toward me to look more closely, and I’m assailed by 
his cool, balmy scent. 


“It’s your open sesame tool bag. Nice,” Ramiel says, with excitement in his 
gaze. His eyes are overly expressive. I can read him easily through them, 
especially when he’s turned on. They morph into melted caramel. 


“Let me see.” I go to grab his injured hand, but he jerks it back. 


“Sorry. Automatic reflex,” he explains and places his hand, palm up, into 
mine. It feels rigid, and he looks uncomfortable. Maybe he’s one of those 
people who like to do everything for themselves. 


Well, not this time. I begin working on the thorns. “Who’s this informant?” 
I ask, wanting to distract him for some unfathomable reason. 


“The son of a very powerful man.” Ramiel keeps it vague. Fair enough, I 
don’t like to out my informants as well. Still, I need a little more, just to be 
prepared in case something happens. “How do you know him?” 


“We hang out in the same circles. How did you start your P.I. agency?” He 
changes the subject. I let him do it since he seems more at ease now. 


“Didn’t you find out from my background check?” The next thorn I pull is 
thicker than the others. A drop of blood smears the glove, but Ramiel still 


doesn’t seem affected. He must have a high pain threshold. 


He shrugs. “Td like to hear it from you.” So, he really meant what he said 
in the café yesterday. 


“Couldn’t be a cop anymore with a criminal record. Private investigator was 
the closest thing to it.” 


“Do you like it?” He’s the first person to ask me. Opal never has, probably 
out of unreasonable guilt. The rest of my ex-friends pity me or don’t want 
to have anything to do with me. 


“Yeah,” I reply, and it’s the truth. I like my job. “I’m free to bend the rules 
if necessary, don’t have to follow a schedule, and can choose my clients. 
I’m my own boss.” There’s also the fact that prison changed me. Five years 
in the jailhouse hardened me. I’m not the same young, naive, foolish, law- 
obedient guy ready to impart justice. I’m dirty, and I like it. 


“Yes, filthy.” He gives me that tacky, almost lame wink. 
Did I say the last part out loud? 


I pull the last thorn and carefully take off his glove. His palm is filled with 
small red punctures. 


“Do you have some disinfectant?” 


“Hand sanitizer in the glovebox.” I round the car and get into the passenger 
seat to retrieve the little bottle of gel. Then I take his hand again—slowly 
this time—and drop a blob of gel on it. He doesn’t hiss, grit his teeth, or 
adjust his posture. Alcohol on any open wound burns like a bitch, but 
Ramiel looks totally unfazed. Who is this guy? He’s surely grasping my 
attention the more time I spend with him. 


I rub in the sanitizer, and he softly utters a thank you. His head is turned 
toward the windshield, eyes staring at nothing in particular. Then he clears 
his throat and adds in his usual teasing tone, “You should put sexy nurse 
under your list of talents.” 


Our gazes meet, and that triple-dimple smile is on his face. I feel an 
uncanny force pulling me toward him all of a sudden. 


I half grunt, half snort and let go of his hand. 
“Where are we going?” 


“To a club.” He sends a very wicked smirk my way. “You’re going to love 
it.” 


And I know the opposite will be true. 


Twenty minutes later, we are in downtown Chicago entering a posh gay 
club called Sly Fox. The place is packed, the music too loud, bright lights 
keep changing on the dance floor. It smells like booze, sweaty bodies, 
mixed perfumes, and sex in here. It almost clogs my airway. The waiters are 
moving around, wearing only very tight red shorts and rainbow suspenders. 
Ramiel is smiling like a loon next to me. We sit at one of the tables around 
the dance floor. 


“Where’s your guy?” I have to bend over the table to be sure he hears me 
over the loud music. 


“He’ll be here,” Ramiel replies, signaling a waiter. He stops near our table, 
holding a tray full of empty glasses. He’s short, lean with a baby face, and 
his eyes zero in on Ramiel. He leans toward him, and although I can’t hear 
what they are saying, judging by their body posturing and facial expressions 
I know they are flirting. 


I grit my teeth, feeling slightly annoyed by it, just like the time at the café. 
Only because it’s not professional—no other reason. Someone tried to kill 
me, and Ramiel finds the time to fucking flirt. 


I turn toward the dance floor. The throng is swerving, twisting, and weaving 
in all directions. Faceless people grope and hump each other while 
following the loud music. 


I suddenly feel a foot slowly sliding along my calf, knee, then inner thigh. 
Ramiel's still smiling at the waiter while he keeps his exploration going. I 
let the cheeky fucker reach higher than I should, and he halts his hike just 
before touching my hardening dick. His toes dig right between the base of 
my cock and my thigh. Massaging. Pressing hard, then gently circling. 
Tempting me. 


Damn it! I hiss and catch his shoeless foot. “Are you done?” 


“Not even started,” he mouths. His eyes are full of filthy promises, but he 
pulls his foot back. I tighten my grip on it before letting it go. My stiffened 
cock hates it. I don’t even realize the waiter has disappeared until he comes 
back with what looks like a glass of whiskey on the rocks for me and a 
Bloody Mary for Ramiel. 


“Your favorite,” he lets me know, pointing at the drink in front of me and 
ignoring the huffing waiter. He puts the straw of his cocktail between his 
lips and sucks hard, looking straight into my eyes. The little shit likes to hit 
on everything that moves, it seems. 


I wear my unbothered mask and take a sip from my glass. It is indeed my 
favorite whiskey. “You really did a thorough job in researching me.” 


“T always do,” he replies, leaning toward me. After a few seconds, he turns 
his glowing eyes on the dance floor. “Art! There he is,” Ramiel yells. He 
leaves his chair, and before sauntering toward the dance floor, he bends 
over me, and his warm whisper hits my ear. “Take your time, Bear, to... 
deflate.” 


I can’t make myself stand up. Primarily, because my cock is still hard. But 
also, because his teasing giggle resounds in my head even though he’s 
standing ten feet away, talking to a very conspicuous twink, who must be 
Art, the informant. 


His neon green net shirt and barely-there gold shorts put on display his slim 
shoulders and long legs. He has shoulder-length long blond hair, and the 
black eyeliner turns his cat eyes predatory. 


Art’s small hands go to Ramiel’s pecs, and he tilts his head all the way back 
to let out a laugh. Ramiel looks uneasy at the contact, but the twink doesn’t 
seem to notice or care as he starts jumping with excitement when a new 
song comes on. His narrow hips begin swaying with the music. Ramiel 
smiles at him, not the triple-dimple smile, but there’s lightness there. 


They start dancing together while they talk. Ramiel keeps bending to his 
level to hear what he has to say, and the twink takes advantage of that, 
plastering himself against Ramiel’s heavily muscled frame. 


He looks more relaxed now. Like he’s enjoying it. My fingers curl more 
tightly around the glass, and I narrow my eyes at them. Art is stroking his 
body all over Ramiel’s, spinning around and grinding his ass against the 
red-headed techie. The twink’s arms lift, and his fingers curl around 
Ramiel’s neck as he keeps shaking his butt. 


But Ramiel’s eyes? Those heated, wicked, golden-brown babies are on me. 
Like quicksand, I’m sinking deeper into them. They compel me to watch. 
Force me. I can’t look away. I know he’s putting on a show for me, and my 
half-standing dick likes it and hates it—hates the sight of other hands on 
him, but likes the challenge in his gaze. 


Still I don’t like these kind of games. And if he’s hoping for some kind of 
reaction, he’ll have one alright. I down my drink, enjoying the burning path 
it leaves inside my throat, and stand up with the intention of getting a new 
one when something changes. 


Ramiel’s hands fall on Art’s hips, digging his fingers in, as he starts arching 
against him. And his eyes—he has that dazed look, the same lustful one he 
had when he was sucking my cock. He’s getting lost in the desire. 


A hostile fire starts roaring inside my chest. It spreads quickly around, 
turning my hands to fists and pushing a vicious snarl out of my throat. 


“Motherfucker!” I mutter under my breath, and in the next moment, I’m in 
front of them. One look at me, and Art takes a step away from Ramiel. 
Good fucking move. 


“I feel a disturbance in the force.” Ramiel smirks, placing his gloved hands 
on his hips. My eyes fall to the hard bulge in his jeans, and my teeth clench 
at the proof of his enjoyment. The little twink smiles nervously, and I growl 
angrily in response. 


Art yells my way, “You must be Grizzly. Rami told me some about you. 
Please don’t ruin my makeup.” 


“He won’t,” Ramiel reassures him. 
“So the furious, mauling stare is just an act?” Art asks dubiously. 


Ramiel shrugs. The little shit is not even trying to hide his smugness. 


“I thought you were smart, Ramiel.” I take one step toward him, dissolving 
the distance between us. 


His eyes narrow. “I dunno. We’ve been in the club for at least fifteen 
minutes now, and I don’t have your dick in my ass or my mouth, so how 
smart can I be?” 


“That what you want? The twink can’t give you that?” I spit out between 
my gritted teeth. We are nose to nose now, his head is tilted up to make it 
possible. 


“The twink’s name is Art, and he can’t do that because he doesn’t want to 
die in a grizzly bear attack,” Art replies hesitantly. 


“Why are you referring to yourself in the third person?” Ramiel turns his 
head toward the twink, and I don’t fucking like it. I want his gleaming 
brown eyes on me and only fucking me. I grab his neck and tighten my 
fingers around it, watching as his expression changes rapidly from startled 
to befuddled. 


“There are private rooms in the back just for what you’re about to do.” Art’s 
voice is barely audible. “Can I watch?” I snarl at him. “Is that a no in bear- 
anese? Bummer. But when you get fed up with Rami just let me know.” He 
Slides something into my jacket pocket, and it’s Ramiel’s turn to glare at 
him. 


“Nobody gets fed up with—” I push Ramiel backward, cutting off his 
offended retort. There’s a dim corridor on the left, and I drag him there, still 
holding his throat. I try the first door, but it’s locked. The second one opens. 
It’s a small room with a sofa and a little table with a bowl filled with 
condoms and packs of lube. 


I press Ramiel against the wall, and he impatiently takes off his gloves and 
Slides his hands under my clothes, rubbing, grabbing, and scratching my 
chest and belly. 


“You’re so damn sexy.” His loud moan is like a slick fist pumping my cock. 
He bites my chin hard. Fuck, why do I like this feisty side of him so much? 


His pupils are blown, small noises full of desire come out of his mouth. 


“You want to be my Black cock’s slut?” I grunt, loving the feel of his soft 
hands on me. 


“Fuck you!” he chokes out, but there’s no heat behind his words, only lust. 
“T will, Red.” 


“That took you too long,” he complains. But I see the usual teasing in his 
smirk for a second. 


“What?” 


“Nicknaming me.” Our dicks rub together, and the dirty sound that escapes 
his mouth in addition to the sting of his nails digging into my pecs make me 
feral. I stare at his square jaw and large red lips made for stretching around 
my dick. 


“On your knees,” I hiss. I release his throat to open the buttons on my jeans 
and take out my throbbing shaft. Him kneeling at my feet all strong and 
built in such a submissive position is truly a gorgeous sight. 


He slides his hand inside my pocket and after retrieving Art’s piece of paper 
he crumples it in his hand and then tosses it somewhere on the floor. 


I raise a brow at him, but he only answers with a glare. I guess he doesn’t 
like the idea of other hands on me, as well. The thought fuels my inner fire 
making it burn higher. 


“Stick out your tongue.” 


He opens his mouth wide, and fuck me, he’s really gagging for it. I run the 
tip of my dripping cock over his top lip, painting it with my pre-cum, before 
rubbing the underside over his warm, wet tongue. A growl leaves me as I 
repeat the movement again and again. 


“I know I deserve this mouth, but do you deserve my cock?” 


He hurries a nod, lustful eyes locked on mine. I grab a fistful of his hair and 
slide my dick over his cheek, placing a cum-filled ball inside his mouth. He 
greedily sucks it in, inhaling deeply my cock’s smell, and then gives the 
same treatment to the other. 


My muscles tighten against the immeasurable pleasure and I pull back. 
“Words, Red.” 


He opens his mouth to reply, and I shove my cock inside on a groan. His 
lips immediately wrap around it. 


I have no clue what this is, but I do know that the way Ramiel responds to 
me is a dream come true. Both my hands grip his hair as he bobs up and 
down, blowing my damn mind after only a few seconds. 


He then sinks all the way down, taking me deep in his throat. “Fuck,” I 
groan, and he moans. 


I’m barely able to keep my orgasm at bay between his vacuuming throat 
and his rough fingers tightening around the base of my cock, dragging me 
closer and closer to the edge with every hard jerk of his fist. 


I see him grab a pack of lube from the bowl, and then hear the sound of a 
zipper opening. His hand moves to his back and starts pumping. He’s 
prepping himself for me. 


“Greedy whore,” I tell him while starting to fuck his face. 


He sends daggers up at me, but his lips remain pliant, throat relaxed, letting 
me do whatever the fuck I want. He loves to be dominated, mistreated a 
little, and I love how obedient Ramiel is behind the glares. His 
neediness goes straight to my balls, and my hips buck faster, riding his 
mouth harder. 


Ramiel’s hand leaves my dick to trail up my soft belly. Way too many beers 
and pizzas, but he seems to love it. He’s trying to push the layers of clothes 
up, moaning at the sight and feel of the soft hair peppering my skin. 


I pull him off my dick, which he does with a disagreeable sound. 
“Up.” 


His glower is hot, but useless since he compliantly lets me spin him to face 
the wall. His hands fall forward for balance, and he kicks his shoes away as 
I push his pants off only one leg. Fucking finally, I can see that red-orange 
lace in all its glory wrapped around the most perfect piece of ass I’ve ever 


seen. The lace teases between his meaty cheeks, skimming over his hips. 
They were clearly designed for men. 


I’ve never thought about men wearing lingerie. But fuck, it’s the hottest 
thing. It makes sense given that I like to call a man’s fuck hole a pussy. It 
started in prison. Homophobia there is spread like confetti, which is ironic 
since most guys fuck or take dicks. I had a couple of guys I’d do it with— 
consensually—and one of them liked the man pussy kink. And fuck, I found 
out how hot it makes me. 


I’m gay and have no problem with my sexuality. Don’t flaunt it, but neither 
do I hide it. And I know pounding Ramiel’s cunt while he’s wearing this 
expensive lingerie is going to make me come so damn hard. 


I twist the fabric in my hand and pull, making the lace disappear in the 
crack of his ass and his round cheeks push out toward me. I slap one hard, 
loving the way it jiggles and how his white, freckled skin quickly turns red 
under my eyes. 


He whimpers and turns his head. His mouth open, eyelids half down, and 
desire fills his eyes. 


“More. Touch me. More,” he begs like he’s about to die if I don’t do what 
he says. He hastily takes off his shirt, and every muscle in his back looks 
sculpted to perfection. He’s a thing of beauty. I can’t resist him. 


My hand trails slowly down, brushing his shoulders. My dark fingers such a 
stark contrast on his diaphanous skin. I flatten my palm on his lower back, 
and he jerks beneath me. He can’t control the trembling, the grunts, and 
moans every time my fingers stroke him. I like all this power he’s giving 
me, it’s intoxicating. 


He has small scars all over his back, but that’s expected of a fighter like 
him. I should know that well. 


The delicate lace suits him perfectly, even though it’s such an antithesis to 
his powerful body—or maybe because of that. My hand pulls on the soft 
fabric harder as a sudden thought crosses my mind. I stop touching him, and 
he whimpers. 


“Who did you wear these sexy panties for?” 


“You, you kinky bastard,” he easily confesses. And fuck, the knowledge 
fills me with such satisfaction. 


“Keep touching me.” I feel his impatient hand sliding inside my pants and 
grabbing my ass, molding it, pulling me more firmly against him. I oblige 
him since I fucking like to feel him quivering against me. 


I almost tell him that I’ve never fucked someone who responds so blatantly 
to my touch, so driven completely crazy over being with me. So damn 
horny. But I don’t. Instead, I reach for his peachy ass again and spank it 
hard, wanting to hear more of his slutty moans. 


Holding on to his sexy lingerie, I grab a condom from the table and open it 
with my teeth. 


“Tm on PrEP,” he lets me know. I pause for a second, but then I slide the 
rubber on with one hand, anyway. PrEP doesn’t protect from STIs. 


I grab another pack of lube, and when my eyes fall on his butt again, he’s 
finger-fucking himself. The sucking sounds and the sight of his three 
fingers ramming his hole mercilessly, the red lace pushed to one side, force 
pre-cum out of my slit. 


I squirt a long line of lube onto my dick and swipe it around messily on the 
condom. I pull his fingers out and take hold of his wrists, placing them on 
the small of his back. Then I stare for a moment, transfixed by the guy’s 
lasciviousness. He’s the incarnation of desire. The slight quivering in his 
broad shoulders, his red hair falling like shiny fire on his thick neck, the fast 
rise and fall of his ribcage as he breathes expectantly. 


I line up my cock with Ramiel’s hole. But before sinking into his tight grip, 
I feel the need to tell him, “You look so fucking good like this.” 


“Just fuck me already,” he whines, pushing his ass back. 
“T decide when I fuck you.” I need to remind him who’s in control here. 


He suddenly straightens and turns his head, just enough that his lips can 
suck hard on the base of my throat, no doubt leaving a hickey. That annoys 
me as much as it arouses me. He’s so fucking unpredictable. He humped 
that twink a few minutes ago, and now he marks me with his mouth? When 


I see the bruise in the mirror tomorrow, Pll remember this moment. His 
erotic moans, the smoothness of his shoulder against me, the smell of cum 
in the air, his stubble scratching my skin. 


He pulls back and bites my chin with a glower on his face. “I swear to Satan 
that Pll kick your balls back inside you before finding somebody who’s 
actually salivating at the idea of fucking me.” 


I groan. He grunts back. 


“Try me.” His challenge unleashes something inside me. He’s talking to me 
like I’m not two seconds away from fucking him. 


I grab him by his neck again and pull him flush against me, my shirt-clad 
chest to his back. Ramiel’s hair smells damn divine, and his ass is grinding 
back against my raging hard-on as he sighs in bliss. 


I slide the lace aside and line my cock up once again with his hole. “We 
both know that this?” And I slam it all the way in with one ruthless thrust. 
Ramiel takes it with a loud cry while I growl in bliss. “It’s the only cock 
that can give you want you want.” Another hard thrust. And another. 


Thrust. 
Thrust. 
Thrust. 


Can’t fucking stop or slow down. He feels so fucking amazing, clenching 
all around my dick. 


All men have an asshole, but only the best bottoms have a good pussy. And 
fuck, this is the best cunt I’ve ever fucked. 


Our bodies move in sync. A perfect rough dance. I shove inside, and he 
takes it all and pushes back, constricting his walls every time I leave his 
hot, tight, hungry hole. 


“You love to be used,” I rumble in his ear, taking a big gulp of his fresh 
scent into my lungs. “Are you one of those guys assuming the position in 
front of the hole in public bathrooms?” 


“Fuck you!” he slurs, but his tightening cunt just confirms how much he 
likes to be roughed up when I fuck him. 


“Like the idea of getting rammed by every willing raw cock, Red?” 
He moans. I let go of his neck to grab his panties again. 


“How about my Black cock? You’ve never had one this thick. This long. I 
get it so fucking deep, where no one has ever been.” I like that idea. Too 
much. 


He seems to like it too. I stop my thrusts since Ramiel is riding me like a 
pro, and use my hold on the lace and his wrists to guide his bouncy ass 
back. 


I fucking love the sound of hard flesh smacking wet flesh. So damn hot. 


“That twink would have given two pumps before coming in this hot fucking 
paradise.” The thought of Art inside Ramiel makes me buck my hips again 
and speed up the rhythm to a powerful drilling. 


“Holy shit. Holy... Yes!” he screams. 


“T take it your cunt feels good?” I keep the tempo, starting to feel my balls 
draw up. I push him down, bending him over and sticking his ass out. 


He breathes out some incomprehensible words in response as I bounce him 
like a rag doll. 


“You like when I call your fuck hole a cunt?” 


“C-call it whatever you want.” He stops to let out a filthy sound. “Just keep 
fucking it.” He turns his head, his eyes go to my mine and then fall on my 
chest where the Henley has risen over my slightly round belly. He looks so 
fucking hypnotized by it. 


“Goddammit!” His hole is strangling me now. “I’m going to seed this pussy 
so full, your belly will get round.” 


His eyes roll back as I rail his abused hole. I’m mesmerized by how 
receptive Ramiel is. He looks utterly lost in pleasure. 


I let go of his panties as I grab his cock in a tight grip and start jerking him 
off. It’s hard and smooth, shorter than mine and less thick, but damn it feels 
nice in my hand...and would in my mouth too. 


His lips part in silent pleasure as I keep a fast hand rhythm. 
“Come for me! Come on my cock, Red!” 


He arches his back as I pound my hips forward hard enough to spank his ass 
cheeks with my balls in a repetitive, obscene smack that has me aching with 
the need to unload my cum into the condom. My growl fills the room, 
combined with Ramiel’s mindless moans as I piston into his tight, hot ass. 


Then finally, his body shakes and spasmodically jerks as his bouncy ass 
clamps tight around me. He releases a long, loud whimper, and fucking hell, 
I like how vocal he is. I feel his cock erupting in my hand, and some of his 
cum drips on my fingers. 


“Such a good cock-taker,“ I groan, pulling him up again and closing my 
other hand around his neck. I push as deep as I can inside him. Fireworks 
set off in my dick, and I start coming like never before. I bellow a roar as I 
pump fresh spurts of cum into the condom, wishing that the latex barrier 
wasn’t there, and I was filling Ramiel’s ass with my hot jizz. Fuck, where 
did that thought come from? 


Just as I’m regaining my breath, Ramiel tries to move away. I don’t let him, 
tightening my grip on both his neck and cock. He moans, and I feel new 
cum dropping on my hand. I don’t want to pull out of his incredible hole, 
not yet. Not when shudders of pleasure are still riding both of us. 


“Stay,” I whisper my command in his ear. 


After a few seconds, he relaxes in my arms. My dick keeps pumping 
leisurely inside him, twitching every time I get deep. I feel his hands 
hesitantly move back and then slowly brush my hips and thighs. It’s like 
wings of a butterfly against my skin, tickling my skin, but damn I want him 
to keep going. 


My thumb is stroking under his ear where I feel a protrusion. Is that the 
microchip he told me about? 


“Is Serena listening to us?” I ask him. Don’t know if I like the thought of 
the AI eavesdropping. 


He snorts, then turns his head, tucks it under my chin, and inhales deeply. Is 
he smelling me? 


I’m still sliding my cock in and out, in and out, unable to stop. 


“Warmest hole I ever fucked,” I tell him, and I feel his sigh against my 
neck. I take my hand off his cock and lift it near my mouth to lick his cum 
off my fingers. He tastes warm and salty. 


“Are you sore?” I ask. My interest is weird. I don’t usually care about my 
hookups after the deed is done. 


“A little.” He gasps and his whole body turns stiff again. This time, when he 
pulls away, I let him go, even though my dick jerks a couple of times, as if 
trying to reach his ass again. 


With his back to me, he wrestles his jeans back up and then grabs his shirt, 
rapidly yanking it on. He looks in a hurry but pauses to hiss and stare at his 
injured hand with a dumbfounded face. 


I want to ask him what’s going on, but it’s none of my business. So I follow 
his example, and after throwing the condom in the wastebasket, I tuck my 
sedated dick back in. I pick up his gloves from the floor and hold them up 
for him to take. When he grabs them, he frowns at me and wrenches them 
out of my hand with force. 


Okay, what the fuck is going on with him? 
He’s silent. No jokes. No teasing. His Adam’s apple bobs up and down. 


He enjoyed being fucked. I’m sure of it. I can still feel the way his body 
gripped me and sucked me back in, milking me fucking dry. Did I hurt him? 
Was I too rough? 


“So, Art...” he suddenly utters. His eyes are darting toward the door like 
he’s uncomfortable, like he wants to leave. 


I know this isn’t his first rodeo. And when he sucked my cock yesterday, he 
looked cocky and smug of himself afterward, not awkward as fuck. Is he 


afraid that I want more? Because I don’t. 
Why does the thought of having hurt him make my skin crawl? 


“He confirmed that there’s a hit on Malcom Bindy. Those mercenaries were 
contract killers and not the only ones interested.” 


Never thought the little twink could be involved with assassins. 
“Serena, darling, we need to find Malcom ASAP.” 


His rigid pose and uneasy behavior push my protective buttons. I can’t stop 
myself from asking, “Are you okay?” I stroke a nervous hand over my 
buzzed head. 


“Getting soft?” He lets out an empty laugh and sounds a little defensive 
when he adds, “I came, didn’t I?” 


That he did. So why is he acting all prickly and vulnerable now? And why 
do I care? 


We work together. I need him to find out who wants me dead. The excuse 
isn’t very convincing, but it has to do for now. 


“Did I...hurt you? Force you?” The words taste like bile on my tongue. 


“What the fuck?” He turns toward the door, and I reflexively place my 
fingers on his arm. Ramiel flinches back, and I lift my hand up to placate 
him. 


This is not automatic reflexes. This is something else. Only a few minutes 
ago he begged me to touch him, and now he’s acting like my fingers on his 
skin disgust him. 


“You didn’t hurt me, Hunter, okay?” He swallows, his eyes darting around 
the room, and for once, I can’t read him. “Pll call you when I find 
Malcom’s location. There might be a connection to you. Art gave me... 
another lead to follow.” 


“What lead?” 


“TIl let you know. Now I have to go.” His words sound final. 


Even so, I have to force my body still as I watch him reaching the door and 
turning the knob. 


“Keep me posted. My life is on the line here.” My voice is deeper and 
rougher than I intended it to be. 


He nods without turning around, leaving me there with a head full of 
questions and annoyance. 
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I’m paralyzed. 


I can’t fucking move a finger. While on the inside a storm is raging. My 
pulse is galloping. My chest is so tight, I want to rip my shirt off and throw 
it outside my car window. But again, paralyzed. My hands are not 
cooperating. My skin is on fire like a thousand ants are crawling up and 
down my body. In my mind, small little explosions keep happening, and an 
increasing pain is pushing between my eyes. 


I. Feel. Everything. 


I’m suddenly aware of how warm my breath is. The smoothness of the 
leather steering wheel under my fingers, the softness of the seat under my 
butt, and the ache on the palm of my hand. 


The faint stir of satisfaction still lingers in my belly from the best sex I’ve 
ever had. The way he took me, controlled me, dominated me was gloriously 
perfect. Chef’s kiss. 


But, I could still feel Hunter after we fucked. Instead of turning numb 
again, I...felt him. His hard cock sliding inside of me at a leisurely pace, 
hitting my already sensitive prostate. Each small, cold, round bead of his 
cheap bracelet pressing against the base of my throat. His slowing heart 
beating against my back. 


His skin was so soft and smooth under my fingers. 


For a moment, I thought it was a fluke, a temporary boost caused by the 
sheer ecstasy he gave me, but I was just postponing my freak-out moment. 
Which arrived soon after, when I realized I was sore. 


And when I grabbed my gloves? His hand touched mine, and it was so 
blazing hot, it almost burned my skin. A prickling sensation darted from the 
tips of my fingers to my arm. I had to leave. 


These long-lasting feelings aren’t normal. They usually quickly disappear 
after sex. Now thirty minutes later, I can still feel the breeze coming from 
the open window on my face, smell the pine air freshener Michael put in 
my car, taste Hunter’s intimate scent on my tongue. I’m overwhelmed by so 
many sensations, my body has short-circuited and needs time to reboot. 


My senses have decided to stay. Why? Where is the bloodthirsty succubus 
bitch? 


How is it possible? What does it mean? Is it because the sex was out of this 
world? Am I still riding the afterglow? Or am I cured? Did Hunter cure me 
with his dick? I snort at my idiotic thought, but then a frightening one takes 
its place. 


How long will it last? Will it last? Do I want it to last? 


“Fuck!” I gasp. I can’t fucking breathe as panic tightens around my chest. 
My body finally decides to follow my instructions, and I turn toward the car 
door and push my head out of the window, attempting to inhale large gulps 
of air. 


After leaving Sly Fox, I drove like a bat out of hell until my body forced me 
to stop. I have no idea where I am. The suburban-looking area has few 
streetlamp posts. My eyes focus on the rusty playground and dark trees in 
front of me. The old swing is making a clanking sound every time a burst of 
wind comes around. The scent of dirt and pollution doesn’t help to slow my 
breathing down, but the memory of Hunter’s warm, hard, dominating body 
pressed against mine does. The hard curves, soft plains, smooth skin, and 
warm, strong arms enveloping me. 


Since I met him, he’s felt different. I don’t usually waste my time with 
people outside my family. My hookups are quick and meaningless. But with 
him, I’m enjoying it...getting to know him. His case is fascinating. I don’t 
like puzzles or detective stories or mysteries—that’s Michael and Uri’s 
hobby. What I like is facts, to find those hidden sinful truths and then stuff 
the donors’ throats with them—with my weapon of choice. 


But he’s the first person I’ve met who does what my brothers and I do—kill 
bad people—with no regrets about it. 


This new development is almost certainly connected. To him. But nothing 
has to change between us. 


I admit, pushing Hunter to the edge and then watching him lose that stern 
mask he wears gave me more pleasure than I ever anticipated. And I want 
more of it. More of his cock and his bossy, filthy ways. And he was right. 
Nobody has ever reached that deep inside of me, or spanked me that good, 
or treated me so roughly and then gently—like he didn’t want to part from 
me until he made sure I was okay. 


I clench my ass, and the sting on my cheeks is real. As is the soreness and 
the utter satisfaction embracing me. I want to know how far I can push him 
and discover what else he’s capable of doing...to me. 


First, I need to know what’s happening to me, though, and there’s only one 
person that can help me. 


“Serena, find Meg.” 
After a few seconds she answers. “She’s at home.” 


“Tell her we are coming and that it’s urgent.” It’s ten p.m., but I know she’s 
awake. 


I turn on the engine while my AI keeps talking, “Malcom Bindy hasn’t gone 
back to the house you went to yesterday. He has no credit cards or a current 
domicile.” 


It took me a while to find him the first time. Fuck! 


“Find his recent and old associates, see if they can lead you to him. Also 
check hospitals and morgues. He has a target on his head, he could be hurt 
or dead by now. Any news on the cemetery front?” 


“St. Benedict Catholic Cemetery is in Crestwood, Chicago. Spans eleven 
acres and has eight thousand five hundred fifty-six interments. I’m cross- 
referencing to find a link between one of the graves and Hunter Penn. It will 
take time.” 


“Alright, thank you.” 


After a while, I’m still trying to get used to these around-the-clock 
sensations while fighting with the damn car heater when I pull in front of 
Meg and Linda’s gate. I send a glance to the bear statues on either side of 
the intimidating black iron fence like I always do when I come here. 


It’s a comforting sight. Reminds me of the first time I saw them. I was a 
broken kid, numb and barely alive, filled with hate and fear. Fast forward 
eighteen years, I’m still broken and scared shitless, this time because my 
senses are all fucking alive. 


I take more than a minute to run a diagnostic on the security system—which 
I personally installed and connected to Serena. The truth is that the easy 
task helps to put a break on my chaotic thoughts. When I’m sure it is 
working properly, I drive to the house. 


I ignore the garage and leave the car outside, hurriedly getting out. The seat 
belt feels smooth, handle hard, car door cold. The chilly air envelops me, 
and a cold shiver trails down my back. It feels amazing. I use my coats and 
jackets to hide my knives or as a fashion statement. Never to shield me 
from the weather. 


A short laugh escapes my lips, and I’m smiling, staring at my cold fingers. 
Ferdinand, the butler, opens the front door before I have time to ring the 
bell. 


“Ramiel.” Only Meg and he call me by my full name. And Hunter. 


Ferdinand clears his throat getting my attention again. He reminds me of 
Alfred, Bruce Wayne’s butler—distinct, poised, phlegmatic. Linda hired 


him when we were young. He knows about the family side business. He’s 
an old coot, but still in great shape. 


“Ferd, looking sparkly as always.” His imperturbable demeanor is enough 
reason for my good-natured jibes. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him smile. 


“Mrs. Meg is waiting for you in her study.” He lets me know in his Cornish 
strong accent. He slightly bows, displaying his balding spot while I get a 
whiff of his strong-smelling cologne. Thankfully, he moves aside to let me 
enter, giving mercy to my only just-reclaimed smell receptors. 


I take a step inside. This house has always reminded me of a huge, cold 
marble mausoleum with white columns and crypts behind the multiple 
closed doors. When I was young, it was fun fake skiing with my bros on the 
shiny floors and sliding down the long stairway handrail, trying not to hit 
the wooden pole at the end. But the house doesn’t reflect Meg’s warm- 
hearted and brainy nature, or Linda’s passionate, irascible personality. It’s 
impersonal and filled with tacky shit in Meg's parents’ taste. 


I turn down the long corridor, leaving the dining room behind—where the 
whole family gathers for Sunday lunches. I stop in front of her office and 
knock on the hard wooden door before going inside. 


Now, this room is all Meg: the messy desk buried under mountains of 
papers, the warm crackling coming from the old fireplace, the unique 
decanters filled with expensive liquors, the cerebral books gathering dust on 
the wooden shelves and the two small, camel-back sofas facing each other. 
Her floral and sweet scent hangs heavy in the air. I take a big gulp of it until 
my lungs are full and sigh contently. 


I can smell, it feels surreal. 


She looks up from a file. Her reading glasses have slid down her nose, and 
her black hair is streaked white. The smile she only reserves for us—her 
kids—and Linda sweetens her features and makes her look younger. She is 
tired, though. The concealer doesn’t fully hide the black shadows under her 
eyes. She raised six potential psychopaths with different and problematic 
conditions. She battled with the stress, anxiety, fears and setbacks on a daily 
basis while suffering from Lupus. Linda was there with her every step of 
the way, but Meg really devoted herself to us. Never gave up. 


She doesn’t attempt to stand up and touch me, and I’m grateful as always. 
Maybe even more now. 


“Serena said it is urgent. What is it, Ramiel?” Meg takes off her glasses and 
frowns when I sit on the sofa close to her. 


Instead of explaining, I do something I’ve wanted to for a very long time. I 
wrap my arms around her narrow shoulders and press her fragile frame 
against me. Her Chanel No.5 perfume surrounds me, while her body turns 
rigid, surely out of shock. I can count on one hand the times Meg and I have 
hugged, and in those rare cases, I was the one as stiff as a pole, hating the 
fact that I couldn't feel anything. Now I do, and it’s strange and familiar at 
the same time. 


Her warmth seeps into me, her small figure feels even smaller in my arms, 
her gasp of surprise hot on my shoulder. Fuck, I like this. 


“It’s happening, Meg,” I whisper emotionally. She knows what I mean. Her 
hands grasp my sides tightly. 


My vision turns blurry, and then a wet sensation trails down my cheek. She 
pushes back to look me in the face, her eyes darting between mine and then 
to my gloveless hands. 


“Close your eyes,” she tells me after a few seconds, and I do. No questions 
asked. 


I remain still, listening to the fire hissing and popping, enjoying the smell of 
burned wood. 


The sofa is too hard, Meg’s silky shirt soft and cold, the socks around my 
feet tight. 


A light brush on my cheek makes me jerk back. My eyes pop open, and I 
witness the shock and then the pure, undiluted happiness overflowing her 
eyes and wetting her eyelashes. 


We’ve been waiting for this moment for so long. So long. Now we are 
laughing and crying at the same time. Her bony hand is gripping mine, 
while the other is delicately cupping my face. 


“Are olfaction and gustation back as well?” she asks hopefully. I also detect 
curiosity in her voice, which shows her psychiatrist’s inquisitive mind. 


I nod. 


“What’s wrong?” Her hand drops from my face. Meg has the ability of 
reading people. As a renown forensic psychiatrist, it was her job to study 
people’s minds until she retired. But she still works as a consultant for the 
police, a few hospitals, and Raph and Sari’s company, and she offers us 
behavioral analysis on potential donors from time to time. 


“T’m scared,” I confess. 


“Ramiel, your sensory numbness was your way to cope with emotional and 
physical pain. A form of dissociation, an unconscious protective response to 
feeling difficult emotions due to your trauma. Your mind and body needed 
time to heal. Feeling scared when simultaneously regaining not one, but 
three senses after almost twenty years of brief appearances is a perfectly 
expected reaction.” 


“The only thing I ever wanted was to feel, Meg. Growing up not being able 
to taste, smell, or touch made me feel wrong and so damn lonely.” I look 
down at the burn on my hand. “When I discovered how to wake up those 
senses, if even for a short time, I was thrilled. But it’s never lasted, and now 
I’m afraid to...hope. What if it’s just temporary? What if I go back to... 
being numb again? I don’t know if I can take it,” I choke out. The sting of 
my nails digging inside my palm makes me feel even more vulnerable than 
I already am. I love it, and I hate it. 


“You’re strong, Ramiel. Your sensory numbness was your way of fighting 
back. What you went through when you were a defenseless kid should have 
killed you. Instead look at you.” 


“That’s thanks to you. And Linda. And the others.” I could have never made 
it without them. I don’t remember my father much. But he was a drunk, and 
I would’ve been sent back to him if Meg and Linda hadn’t fostered me. 


“No. We helped, but it was all you. You used that pain and turned it into a 
talent. And now you take care of all of us. Protect us with Serena, your 


cyber skills, and overprotective instincts.” She gestures passionately with 
her hand, letting me know how much she means her words. 


I force the grateful tears back and tighten my hold on her fingers. Hell, the 
contact brings such comfort. It stirs and warms my insides. 


“You shouldn’t think about all the ifs. This calls for a celebration,” she 
cheerfully exclaims, pushing the intercom on the coffee table. “Ferdinand, 
can you bring some coffee and all the kinds of cake we have?” 


I smile at her. Fuck! Cake is Meg’s addiction, one I could never share with 
her. Would I like it? All my bros seem to love it. 


“Right away, Madam.” Ferdinand’s prompt reply comes through the 
intercom. 


“While we are waiting, tell me how it happened. What was the trigger?” she 
asks. 


“T don’t know if it’s a coincidence, maybe it was just...time. I was coming 
down from a pleasurable encounter, and the numbness never returned.” 


“After sex you mean.” She narrows her eyes while pondering. “Was it just a 
one-off, or did the encounter have meaning?” 


“Meg, I don’t do meaningful. But it wasn’t the first time with him, and 
we’re kind of working together,” I rapidly spit the words out. 


“An informant?” Her gaze is laser-focused on me now. 


“No, a P.I., he was attacked by my last donor, and now someone is trying to 
kill him. Maybe. I’m helping him out in exchange for his investigative 
skills.” 


“Ramiel, you don’t need help, especially with your technical expertise. You 
like this person.” That’s the upside down of having a psychiatrist as a foster 
mother, you can’t hide anything from her. 


“He’s interesting. Different,” I give her. 


“Different how?” 


Ferdinand’s knock on the door saves me from the Spanish Inquisition. He 
strolls in, pushing a cart filled with cakes and a pot of coffee. The air is 
soon saturated with the rich, dark, divine aroma, and I’m so damn eager to 
fully taste...everything. 


It takes too long for him to pour the coffee into two cups. I don’t let him set 
mine on the low table, but grab it impatiently from his hands and take a sip. 
The first sensation is a burning one. Hot. Hot. My tongue is on fire, and 
then the sharp bitterness hits my taste buds. 


“Ugh.” I open my mouth in disgust and pain. 


“Sugar?” Ferdinand holds the small ceramic bowl near me with an 
impassive expression. I never used sugar before, could hardly taste coffee. 
But I can’t believe I drank gallons of this acidic medicine. 


“Give him milk too,” Meg instructs the butler. I add both to my drink—is 
three teaspoons of sugar enough? The next time I drink, it actually tastes 
better. 


The drink creates a warm path down my throat every time I take a sip. And 
the sweetness that hits my tongue is impossible to describe. 


Then a large plate with five kinds of cakes is placed in front of me. 
“Enjoy,” Ferdinand says before leaving. 


I lick my lips, and grabbing a fork, I sink it into the white spongy slice. The 
different flavors burst on my tongue. Soft and crumbly, with a sweet and 
sour hint. It’s like heaven in my mouth and the only food PII eat this week. 
Breakfast, lunch, and dinner. 


“That’s a strawberry shortcake,’ Meg lets me know with an affectionate 
smile. “Try the chocolate one.” 


Deep, moist, fluffy with a slightly bitter edge and a rich and creamy 
frosting. A long moan is ripped from my lips to which Meg responds with a 
low chuckle. Okay, I can eat both cakes this week. 


“How is Rague doing, still Hulking out?” I ask, trying to postpone the 
Hunter discussion while enjoying my next slice. It’s orange. Carrot cake? 


“Still early to say.” 


My brother has what my family calls the Red Haze. He experiences 
incontrollable and self-destructive episodes while he’s lost in rage and pain. 
He’s a huge motherfucker—bigger than Hunter—and when he turns into the 
Hulk, only a tranquilizer—if we are able to get close enough to him—or his 
husband can stop him. The attacks are rare, but now that he has Ollie, he 
wants to find a way to stop them. Meg and Sari are working together on it. 
We moved Rague to the cottage in the broadleaf forest my family owns 
west of Chicago while they try new concoctions on him. Ollie went with 
him since they can’t stay away from each other, and in the meantime, we all 
keep an eye on Sully. 


“Sari is focusing on the cause of the seizures that he always experiences at 
the end of an episode,” Meg tells me. 


“Why?” 


“A seizure is a symptom of a disturbance in the electricity and chemistry of 
brain cells, making them act differently than they normally would.” 


“So, he thinks that if he cures the seizures, Rague will be fine?” 


“Tt could be a first step. Rague is also doing daily exercises of slowing 
down, taking deep breaths, and refocusing his thoughts. It allows his brain's 
frontal lobe to take over from the irrational amygdala. He's training his 
brain to have more control over his responses. But again, it’s too soon to 
tell.” 


“He’s determined and has support. He’ll do it.” I know he will. My bro is 
strong, and not only physically. “Aren’t you going to eat?” I glance at her 
empty plate. She never says no to cake. 


“I ate earlier. I know you don’t want to talk about who triggered your 
senses. It’s fine. But do you want my advice?” 


“Of course.” 
“Find this person and stick to him like a fly to a cow’s ass.” 


I snort, almost spitting out the bite of sweet apple pie. 


“Is this your medical advice? To stick to Hunter’s ass?” I tease. 


“Hunter. It fits.” Her smirk disappears as quickly as it came. “Ramiel, is it 
possible that the reason your numbness is gone is because you’re finally 
interested in someone?” 


I open my mouth to disagree, but she lifts her hand to stop me and then cups 
my chin. Her fingers feel warm, her grip delicate. She’s giving me a serious 
stare. 


“Being scared is fine. You are way too impulsive usually. Fear is pulling 
your reins this time, but don’t let it control you. Ride the wave and see 
where Hunter and those sensations take you.” She pats my cheek and stands 
up, then goes to her desk, returning to the sofa a moment later holding a 
purple plastic tumbler with a phrase on the front that says, “I could stop 
being a bitch, but I’m not a quitter.” Meg brings me one back every time 
she travels. 


“Where did you go this time?” I know exactly where she went, but I want to 
see if she lies to me again, like she’s been doing lately. 


“A conference. Boring stuff.” The slight puckering of her lips reveals her 
lie. She was in New York and didn’t go to any conference. Trackers don’t 
lie, unlike her, and I hid a bunch of them in her clothes and bags. As she 
said, I’m overprotective, but it’s not weird to be a bit paranoid when we do 
what we do. Being normal is such a tedious way of living, and it went out 
of the window the day I was kidnapped. 


“Focus on yourself for once. We’ll be okay.” Her phone rings, and she 
answers, taking her escape. 


My bros say that I tend to exaggerate, to be overprotective, to overthink 
when my family is involved. Maybe I should concentrate on myself for a 
little while. 


Hunter’s deep eyes and hot body appear in front of my eyes. It makes me 
lick my lips. I’ve never been more excited to dive into unknown, dark 
waters before. I lift the coffee cup to my mouth, but before I can take a sip, 
a thought materializes. 


Fuck! I left him at the club without a ride. How angry is he going to be at 
me? 


The next day I’m sitting in my parked car outside Hunter’s house gate. It 
was kind of hard to find where he lives since the property is not in his 
name, but his father’s, who has never been in Grizzly’s life. Until he died 
and left this place to his only son. Mine didn’t even do that. 


The house is in Monee, south of Chicago, a forty-minute drive from 
downtown. The area has a suburban-rural feel to it with its green fields and 
single-family homes. 


The front door opens, and the star of my latest filthiest dreams strides out, 
followed by a very hefty dog. He bends over to pick up the mail. His nice, 
round jeans-clad ass just begging to be groped as the fabric slides slightly 
down, showing more curvy skin. He straightens up, and I see his brawny, 
hairy chest and a little of the pudge around the middle—which is sexy as 
fuck—in all their splendor for the first time. 


The air is chilly, his pointy nipples agree with me. Two buttons of his jeans 
are open, and he’s barefoot. The sight of him like this sends all the blood 
south to dick city. 


His hand goes to his neck, right where the bruise I left is. He strokes it, and 
I wonder if he’s thinking about me while reveling in the dull ache. Or 
maybe he’s just rubbing a crick in his neck. 


I feel the hard fabric of my jeans getting too tight around my groin, the 
smell of the car seat leather, the taste of the cinnamon gum in my mouth. 


I’ve certainly been thinking about Hunter every time I felt the soreness in 
my ass. I stayed up all night enjoying my newfound senses—but mostly 
jerking off to memories of my bear and all the filthy things he whispered in 
my ear. 


My eyes follow his sturdy back until he disappears inside, and I decide to 
go and be done with it. 


The old wooden, five-bar farm gate is open. Don’t know what the purpose 
of it is since it can be as easily climbed over as the rusty metal fence. 


I start walking the short distance to Hunter’s house. I expected an 
unadorned bear cave or an ordinary, no-frills apartment in an unremarkable 
building. Not this single-story, welcoming, old cottage with green trim 
surrounded by nature. 


“Serena, how’s the security?” I ask. How can a P.I. not take precautions 
against intruders? His job can be dangerous. Look at the vengeful Baker 
brothers. 


“Do you want me to hack into it?” Serena asks me. 


“Yes, darling.” I suddenly stop a few feet from the front door. Did I just see 
a squirrel almost fall from the sloping roof? 


“A five-year-old security system with entry sensors, but no safety alarms.” 
No smoke detectors? “Six cameras around the property, entrance, and back. 
No doorbell or indoor cameras. It took me one minute to bypass the system 
because of a few variations made to the circuits.” Hunter must have bought 
it under the table. So, he’s not that oblivious about home security. Good, but 
some changes need to be made. 


“Someone is trying to lock me out,” Serena says before the front door 
opens, and my stomach sinks at the sight of the young, gorgeous, bare- 
chested guy who clearly spent the night. 


“Well, fuck a duck,” I mutter under my breath. He has messy, wavy, blond 
locks falling over his brown eyes, a tattoo on the side of his neck and is 
wearing only a pair of worn-out sweats dangerously balanced on his narrow 
hips. He tosses a grape in his mouth, then spits the seeds on the ground. 
Charming. 


“Who the fuck are you?” he rudely asks me, just as another guy who could 
be the first’s carbon copy appears. 


This one is wearing mirror glasses and a pair of jeans, looking like a 
Hollywood actor. 


Are shirts forbidden in this house? 


He looks more put together. He crosses his arms and tilts his head to one 
side, like he’s studying me or something. Can’t tell with those glasses on. 


They both look...barely legal. 


Did Hunter bring Hollywood and his rude doppelganger back home from 
the club? Did he fuck them? 


I clench my jaw at the thought. If he did, Pll erase them from his memory 
using only my tongue—after killing them. Fuck! I can’t. Damn code! 


I’ll...send them to Timbuktu on a cargo ship. Ethical conundrum avoided. 
They both need a bit of African tan. 


The bellicose feeling running inside my veins only increases when another 
guy walks out. He has brown hair, sad ice-blue eyes and is wearing cargo 
pants and a sleeveless hoodie over his bulky figure. Is that the same suicidal 
squirrel I saw on the roof wrapped around his neck? 


What is even happing here? Is Hunter kinkier than I thought? Because now 
that I look more closely at them, I can see more similarities among the 
three. They are related. Brothers? 


“Is this an incestuous orgy?” I ask them. “Do you have more in there?” 


The blondies snort. At least they have a sense of humor, I almost feel sorry 
about sending them to the other side of the globe. Almost. 


A nudge on my leg makes me look down into two round black eyes and a 
flat dog’s face. Drool is dripping from its large mouth onto my sneaker 
while its very heavy ass is parked on the other one, cutting off my blood 
circulation. It looks like a bulldog with those bat ears, but he has a long 
wiggling tail and a curly caramel coat. And fuck, he stinks. 


“Listen, Velma, we aren’t the slutty Scooby-Doo gang. Tell us what the fuck 
you want and then scram.” The rude one sounds bored. The trio is standing 


in front of me in a defensive, fan-shaped stance, sending out unfriendly 
vibes. Like that would scare me. I could take them in my sleep. 


“Hey, I’m more like a Daphne than a Velma,” I pout. “I mean I have the red 
hair and the hot bod.” 


The hefty dog suddenly jumps on my leg and starts humping it. When I 
wanted my senses back, this wasn’t what I had in mind. 


Hollywood blond can barely contain the humor in his voice. “He does like 
your hot bod.” 


“He likes anything he can rub his dick on,” the rude one retorts, after 
Spitting more seeds, this time dangerously close to my shoe. 


And I hope the hard thing against my calf is only a tactile hallucination. 
“Are you trying to grow a vineyard out here?” I raise a derisive brow at 
him, earning a hateful glare and more spitting. 


I’m still trying to shake the plowing machine off me when Hunter emerges 
behind the trio like an obsidian demigod. 


“What’re you doing here?” He doesn’t sound angry. The morning light 
illuminates his handsome face and turns his dark eyes chestnut brown. He’s 
still just as hot and rugged as before, and so much more. 


I want him. So fucking much, shooting pains rush from my stomach down 
to my balls. 


Desire flashes for a second in his eyes, making me think Grizzly might be 
happy to see me. Then his hands fall on Hollywood’s shoulders in an overly 
familiar gesture, and my thoughts veer to red and punishing whips. 


What’s with my fifty shades of kink? Is this jealousy? I’m not sure how to 
process it. I can’t just toss the competition away like I did when I took Art’s 
phone number from Hunter’s pants last night. Can I? 


And I’m feeling nervous as well. What the fuck is going on with me? 
Nothing has changed, and at the same time, everything has. 


“What do you think? I’m stalking you again,” I reply with annoyance. 
Sweat rolls down my spine, turning cold in the spring chill. 


“A-gain?” Hollywood slowly repeats. 
“Couldn’t call me?” Of course, Bear doesn’t make it easy on me. 
“Need to talk to you. Alone,” I tell him, glancing at the trio. 


“Velma here thinks we are your side bitches,” the rude one mumbles around 
a piece of grape. 


There’s a moment of silence. The brunet, the silent one, makes a disgusted 
face and then loud laughter fills the front yard. 


I can’t take my eyes off Hunter, though. His laugh is at my expense, I get it, 
but I’m mesmerized by his carefree smile. His brown pools are filled with 
joy, those juicy lips stretched over pearly white teeth, and his head tilted 
slightly back showing his smooth, thick neck and the mark I left there. The 
hand lifting in front of his mouth is trying to hide it all, but there’s no use. 
His happy face is forever imprinted in my brain. 


Meg is wrong. I’m not interested in Hunter. I’m fucking fixated on him. 


When they stop laughing I shrug unapologetically. “What was I supposed to 
think? The wicked trio didn’t offer any explanation.” But the truth is that a 
wave of relief hits me. 


“Who are you?” The silent one speaks! The squirrel slides down his 
shoulder, and he catches it in his arms before it falls on the hard ground. 


“Pm Grizzly’s...partner,” I reply, still staring at the weird animal. 


“Grizzly?” Hollywood blond likes to repeat what I say. He sends a dubious 
glance at the rude one. 


“He doesn’t do partners,” the silent one lets me know, pointing his thumb 
back at Hunter. 


“Are we talking work or private?” I ask, not giving Grizzly the time to say 
anything. 


“Both,” the blonds say together, and Hunter sighs with exasperation. 


“T suddenly feel like I’m on the set of The Shining. I’m in, if Jack makes an 
appearance.” I look around dramatically. Then I hear a long bleat followed 


by a couple of oinks. “Are we near a farm?” 


Hollywood blond opens his mouth, but Hunter’s firm “enough” shushes 
him. His bossiness is so damn hot. He steps around the trio and out on the 
porch. “We have some animals. Come, we’ ll talk in the backyard.” 


“But we have questions and no fucking answers!” The rude one looks like a 
frustrated child. 


“My heart. It bleeds.” I snigger at his indignant expression and send him a 
flying kiss. “Feel free to share it with the remaining two-thirds of your trio.” 


Hunter’s deadpan expression makes me move, and I follow him around the 
side of the house—not before catching the rude one flipping me off. I, of 
course, respond in kind. I feel suddenly at home. 


While walking behind Hunter, my eyes are caught by his ass. Damn, I could 
bounce a quarter off that thing. It should be displayed in an art museum. 
Those two dimples on his lower back make my tongue eagerly twist inside 
my mouth. 


The animal noises get louder and the smell stronger. Soon enough, we pass 
by a small, fenced area holding two goats, a pig, and chickens. Further 
down, I can see a small vegetable garden. Didn’t take Grizzly for the 
farming type. 


We walk on the concrete path that wraps around to the back of the house 
leading to a covered, wooden deck. Thick trees block the view from any 
neighboring houses, and a green barn sits about twenty feet away, just 
before the row of trees. 


This place is not bad. Fresh air. Space. Peace. 


Hunter waves at an armless white chair on the deck as he sits on another 
one. The old paint is cracked and peeling, they look ancient but sturdy. 


“Uhm, sorry to barge in here...uninvited.” I sound like a bumbling idiot. A 
lying idiot too since I’m not sorry at all. I drop my ass on the hard chair and 
feel the coolness of the iron seeping through my legs and back. My hands 
are sweaty and I rub the palms on the rough fabric of my jeans. 


“The triplets are obnoxious with anybody, invited or not.” He crosses his 
arms, a closed-off posture. Not good. 


“I’m nothing special. Got the message,” I joke. What I’m really doing is 
fishing for compliments, but Hunter remains silent. “Who are they?” I dare 
to ask. 


“They live with me, that’s all.” Defensive and vague. 


“Papa Bear fits you.” I draw my conclusions. It’s odd that I didn’t find 
anything about the trio when I researched Hunter. Not a thing. Why? It’s 
hard to think with his bare torso just a few feet from me. 


“Papa Bear.” He lets out a puff of air as I slide my gloveless hands between 
my thighs and look around. “Are you okay?” It feels like his intense stare 
has a direct view into my soul. 


“Mmm, I’m sorry about yesterday. I...” I run a nervous hand through my 
hair—it’s soft and thick and damp. I’m sweating every-fucking-where, 
Jesus. 


Oh, fuck it! “Do you know what emotional numbness is?” 
He shakes his head. His expression stern. 


“It’s a psychological phenomenon. It’s something our mind does to help us 
cope when we’re flooded with...big emotions. The brain takes a sharp left 
to la-la land, and it makes you feel numb.” 


He keeps silent. His dark, wary gaze studying me. 


“Its usually temporary. Not in my case.” I let out a bitter laugh. “I have a 
selective type that my mother calls sensory numbness because it affects my 
senses: touch, taste, and smell. I don’t feel them.” 


He blinks a couple of times, and the severity disappears from his face. “You 
don’t feel them.” 


“Nope.” 


I see the exact moment he starts thinking back. “When you got hit with that 
wooden board, you didn’t even flinch, and the cactus at the supermarket... 


you acted like you didn’t feel anything.” 
“Because I didn’t.” 


He drops his elbows on his knees and leans toward me. “But when we 
fucked, you were feeling my touch. You begged for it.” 


Fuck, yes, I did, and I hope PII do it again. “Fucking and fighting give me 
an adrenaline rush, which awakens my dormant senses for a very brief time. 
My mind kind of unlocks and gives my body the reins.” 


He checks his knuckles, and when his eyes come back to me, they’re filled 
with fire. 


Who needs air, right? 


“This numbness is a defense mechanism. Something happened to you.” 
Very acute. It’s not a question, but a statement. Doesn’t need a reply from 
me. 


I stand up and move to the edge of the deck, eyes on the line of trees. The 
earthy smell of nature fills my lungs, and I can’t get enough. “A mental 
dissociation. The numbness started as a temporary relief. But after a while, 
those sense-full moments became the real relief. Ironic, right?” 


“Why are you telling me this, Ramiel?” He sounds angry, and when I turn 
to look at him, his hands are balled up, pressing on his thighs. Did I irritate 
him? He surely didn’t sign up for this. We are temporarily working together, 
and just had fun a couple of times, vomiting my personal stuff on him isn’t 
something he expected or wanted. 


“Why?” he repeats when I don’t give him an answer. His intense gaze is 
making a hole inside my head, like he’s trying to dig a reply out of me with 
only the force of his mind. 


And maybe he’s succeeding since I whisper, “Because I need you.” His 
eyes snap once again to mine as I utter those words. So many emotions 
swirling in them. I want to touch him so badly just to see if the feel of his 
skin under mine is as thrilling as I remember. 


“To?” 


“To feel,” I tell him simply. 


“Why me? And not the twink at the club?” Am I imagining the jealousy I 
see on his face? Or maybe he just dislikes Art. 


“Because I didn’t let him fuck me then run away when my senses didn’t go 
numb again.” 


He straightens his back. “Are you telling me that you can smell, taste, and 
feel touch since I fucked you?” 


“Your cock must be magical.” My humor falls flat, and my smirk too. 
“Look, I know it sounds crazy. But it’s true, I fucking promise you. I’ve 
been without those three senses for eighteen years, and I don’t want to lose 
them again.” 


“Why do you think you’ll lose them again? Was there any change since last 
night?” 


I sigh. “A couple of times. But I’m not sure if it was just me freaking out. 
It’s a valid possibility, though, to think I could lose them again.” Right? 
“All I know is that you fucked me, and now I feel. So it’s only logical to 
think that, if I stay close to you and we keep fucking, there’s more chances 
for me to keep feeling.” 


Am I grasping at straws here? My speech sounded much better inside my 
head. 


His brow kicks up while his eyes narrow. “For how long?” 
I shrug. “I wouldn’t mind doing it for a while. Would you?” 


He strokes his head with his hand, a gesture I know now he does when he’s 
contemplating. It’s still damn sexy to watch his bicep flexing, pec rising, 
muscles moving. 


“So you want me to do what? Let you stay here? Let you touch me? Me do 
the touching?” Hate when people answer with a question. 


“Yes, not all the time, yes, and fuck yes.” Then I add, “I understand if you 
don’t want to...what am I saying? I don’t give a fuck. I need you to keep 
making me feel.” I hope he can hear the determination in my voice, and my 


growing irritation. “You should be all over me by now. It’s kind of 
insulting, the way you’re questioning me, Bear. I’m giving you access to all 
of this, for fuck sake.” I wave a hand up and down my fabulous body. 


He just keeps staring, still sitting in that damn chair. The fact that he doesn’t 
look affected by me both angers me and turns me so much the fuck on. I 
huff at my traitorous body. “I’m willing to give you, in exchange, whatever 
you want,” I propose. 


“Whatever?” He sounds dubious. 


“Yeah, well, I don’t hurt innocent people, especially kids and animals, not 
even indirectly,” I specify. 


“The boys will be happy to hear that.” 
“The animals are theirs?” I ask. 


“They run the pet shelter next door.” The wicked trio might have a chance 
after all. 


“So, what do you want? Money? A gallon of dog shampoo? A car?” I ask 
impatiently. Because I want a repeat so fucking bad. My heart is kicking 
hard against my ribcage. I’m already feeling the fire in my gut, the heat in 
my blood. The ache in my dick. 


“Don’t like to be bought.” 
“Tt would be a fair exchange.” 
“Let me think about it,” he says after a pause. 


Fair enough. “Got it.” I avert my eyes. Pll give him some time—a day, a 
few hours. One. One hour is more than enough. I won’t fucking desist. 


“No, you don’t.” His growly words catch my attention. “Let me think about 
what I want, but in the meantime...” He opens his arms in invitation. 


I think my eyes are trying to pop out of their sockets. “Just like that?” I ask 
incredulously. It can’t be this easy. 


“We fucked already. I find you attractive. Touching you or being touched is 
not an issue for me.” 


I feel a smirk curling my lips. “Oh, Papa Bear. You really are turning soft.” 


“Just come here before I change my mind.” I don’t let him do that. And in 
the next second, I’m standing in front of him. Maybe I’m too eager, but 
who the fuck cares? I showed my cards. He knows I’m desperate for it 
already. 


“What do you want, Ramiel?” he asks with that rumbly, orgasmic voice of 
his. 


So many options. His wide, mountainous chest is calling me, but I might 
explode in my pants if I start from there. “Your hand.” I finally make a 
decision. 


He seems surprised by my choice but raises his hand, palm up. The moment 
my fingers touch his, a current of electricity shoots up my arm and makes 
my hand tingle all over. It hurts and heals me at the same time. It’s 
exhilarating. 


I lace our fingers together and let out a moan. 
“Tell me what you feel,” he whispers. 


“Your skin is blazing hot against mine. Just one touch, and I’m on fire.” I 
look down, and the big bulge in his jeans is hard to miss, as is the black hair 
peeking out of the open button. “I want...” 


“Take what you want, Red.” His order is filled with desire. 


I straddle his lap. I have to force my thighs wide open to accommodate his 
large hips. My arms wrap around his neck, and I start a slow, sexy grind, 
stroking my ass on his erection. His belly rubs against my cock every time I 
move and my head falls back in ecstasy. “Fuck, you’re so big. I still feel 
you inside of me every time I move.” 


His hands fall on my waist and slide under my shirt. His searing fingers bite 
mercilessly into my skin as he grunts. Hair stands all over my body. 


“Tt hurts so good,” I moan. 


All my thoughts are stolen. All my sanity—if I ever had any—evaporates. A 
mix of hunger and possessiveness pour inside my chest, and while looking 


into his eyes, I start moving my hands. 


“Your skin is smooth and soft, it looks delicious...want to lick it, suck it, 
bite it. Seeing my mark on you makes me feel so hot.” I keep rolling my 
hips while I dip my head and give the bruise on his neck a long lick. I 
groan. “Decadent and salty, you’re better than cake.” I inhale his glorious, 
smoky scent until I feel my chest exploding. “Your smell is additive, cum- 
inducing. And those sexy curls.” I let my fingers stroke the silky-soft hair 
peppering his chest, his nipples bead and grow taut under my eyes. 


I keep going down, stopping on his belly. My hips speed up, and a shiver 
rocks my body. My jeans-trapped dick aches and screams for release every 
time it strokes against him. My hands tremble as I brush only my fingertips 
over his slightly round abdomen. “It’s like your body came out of one of my 
sex dreams.” 


He grabs the back of my hair and pulls my head until my eyes find his. I 
whimper under the authoritative stare while the sting from his fingers forces 
pre-cum rolling down my shaft. 


“Take my cock out.” His voice is unrecognizable. Deep and animalistic. It 
wakes something inside of me, something that will do anything he orders. I 
push my ass slightly back and undo the two buttons before releasing his 
hard, uncut length. 


“Now work it,’ he growls. “And keep talking to me.” So demanding. I 
could come just listening to him. 


I spit on the palm of my hand and wrap it around his hard cock, turning it 
Slick. Pre-cum drips from the slit, and I slide my finger up to spread it 
around. “Your cockhead felt amazing inside me, hitting my prostate or the 
back of my throat. It choked me so good.” 


“Fuck,” he curses, thrusting his hips up almost like he can’t restrain 
himself. It feels different from the other times we had fun. It’s like he’s 
giving me some control. 


I place my hand on his chest and pull on his small, dark nipple. His grunt 
makes my dick throb, and I fumble with the zip on my pants to let it out. 


That’s when he bends his head and lets a long dribble of saliva fall on our 
cocks. Jesus Christ, that’s hot. 


“Make us come.” The deep rasp in his voice melts my insides. I’ve never 
been more ready to follow a command. I scoot forward again until our dicks 
touch and curl both my hands around them. The sight of his dark skin 
against my pale tone is a thing of beauty. But his long, leaking Black cock 
against my hard one is an orgasmic vision. 


When I start jerking us off, the hot, wet, smooth friction sends my brain into 
space. 


Hunter’s heavy hand falling hard on my ass pulls me back to earth with a 
moan. “Tell me, Red.” 


“So damn good!” I moan again. 


He yanks my head back, making me sob in pleasure and pain. “You can do 
better than that.” Then he sucks his fingers, and a moment later, his hand is 
in the back of my pants, under my lacy panties, and sliding between my 
cheeks. 


“Yes!” I scream when his fingertips start circling around my back entrance. 
I pump our cocks faster and push my ass toward his hand, hoping he will 
get the hint. 


“Talk, and I’ll finger-fuck your pussy until you beg me to stop,” he rumbles, 
and my eyes cross. 


“Every time your cock slides against mine, it gives life to a...whirlpool of 
pleasure inside my balls. Hot, hard, so thick in my hands. Big. You keep 
leaking pre-cum, and all I want to do is suck it straight out of the tip and 
drink it down.” 


He’s driving his hips up in a fast tempo now, and from his parted lips, quick 
puffs of breath are coming out. 


“Your lips look so juicy. I want to...” His mouth swallows my words as it 
crashes onto mine just as his long finger pushes inside of me, forcing me 
open. 


I part my lips on a silent scream, and his tongue invades my mouth while 
his finger starts thrusting. Soon another one slides inside, and I’m flying. 


His cock rubbing against mine, lips devouring me, and fingers fucking me 
kill all rational thoughts. I suck on his delicious tongue and bite his plump 
lower lip before licking it better. 


“You like my fingers inside you? You’re so fucking wet.” He crooks them, 
brushing my prostate, and small fireworks set off in my dick. “Keep 
pumping my cock. Such a good fuck toy. Pll let you drink my load if you 
come first.” 


Yes, I want to taste him again. His words spur me on, and I sync the pump 
of my hands on our dicks with the movement of his fingers. The pleasure 
doubles. A prickling, tingling sensation spreads all over me, concentrating 
in my balls and throbbing dick. It’s mind-blowing. I can’t stop the pending 
climax anymore. 


“Just like that. Keep feeding that pussy. Such a hungry hole. Does it want 
another finger?” he whispers darkly against my lips. 


I nod, unable to utter a word. One single thrust on his three digits, and I’m 
coming so hard, my jizz reaches his neck and chin as my vision becomes 
unfocused. This kind of rapture can kill a man. But what a way to go. 


When I come back down from O-city, Hunter is sucking hard on my neck. 
He moves back, and his glassy eyes fasten on the bruise he surely left there. 
The dull pain on my skin makes me smile big, and his gaze lifts to my lips. 


His hand is stroking his cock in a fast tempo, and I feel my spent one 
jerking at the hot sight. 


“Ready for your first load?” 
I nod eagerly. The image has extra saliva filling my mouth. 


“Wrap those pretty lips around my cock then, and fill your belly,” he 
growls. As soon as I kneel between his thighs, his cockhead is inside my 
mouth, shooting cum. I swallow until there’s nothing left and still suck and 
lick on his slit. His large hand fists and releases my hair as he grunts and 
groans. 


“Best I’ve ever tasted.” I wink at him before taking his cock back inside my 
mouth. I sigh contently. I love the feel of his weight there. The smooth 
texture. The smell of jizz and Hunter. 


“For as long as we do this, you are my bitch. Nobody else touches you. Are 
we Clear?” he suddenly says. He looks serious. 


The insulting way he talks about me should vex me, but it just makes me 
shiver with fresh desire. Still, I turn a glare his way. 


“Stop pretending you don’t like it, Red, especially while slurping my 
softening cock like it’s the sweetest lollipop.” 


I’m doing that, aren’t I? The acknowledgment doesn’t make me let go. I 
actually hollow my cheeks and moan with satisfaction when a drop of cum 
lands on my tongue. 


“Fuuuuck!” He’s running his hand through my hair, and I close my eyes for 
a second, trying to hide the bliss those gentle fingers are causing. “If I ask 
you to bend over and give me that tight cunt right now, you would.” 


So true. I’m fucked. But he isn’t immune to me either. I suck hard on the fat 
head, making him hiss and grip a handful of my hair. 


“Are we clear?” He pulls me off his impressively hardening cock and 
lightly slaps me on the face with it. One cheek, then my lips. Damn, why do 
I like that? 


“Are we?” He traces my mouth with the head, and my tongue darts out and 
twists around it, tearing a another groan from his throat. 


I make an exaggerated slurping sound. “Crystal, Grizzly. And the same goes 
for you. Now let me the fuck go.” His hand drops, but as soon as I’m 
standing again, he pulls me between his thighs. 


A breath before my hands fall on his shoulders fear assaults me. But then 
my palms are hit by the warmth of his skin and the slow rise and fall of his 
breathing. A sigh filled with immense relief leaves me, and I let out a short 
laugh. 


“My senses are still working,” I murmur with wonder. 


“Good.” Hunter has a small satisfied smile on his lips. Um. Don’t know how 
to interpret that. 


I bend down and clean off my cum from his neck and chin, sucking a little 
on the mark I left there yesterday. 


“I taste good on you,” I whisper saucily. 


He hisses my name—my full name—and his fingers curl around my neck, 
pulling me down when I smirk smugly at him. 


Then he kisses me. His lips are so warm, wet, and big, they envelop mine 
completely in a very dirty, open-mouthed kiss. 


A loud whistle makes us part and turn toward the house. The white curtains 
on the French windows are slightly open, and the rude one is there, glaring, 
while Hollywood blond is giving us the thumbs-up. 


My surprised cough turns into a laugh. Papa Bear mumbles something that 
suspiciously sounds like, “Damn brats.” 
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Hunter’s lips open to blow out smoke. The smell from the cigarette is 
strong, but I like the rich tobacco scent that lingers on his skin. 


We’re still in his backyard. Fortunately, the wicked trio hasn’t bothered us 
again. The late morning sun is warm. A light breeze caresses my face 
sporadically. The beer in my hand feels cool and wet, the bitter aftertaste 
remains on my tongue. 


So many things to feel. It’s a lot to handle after years of almost nothing. 
And yet, I want more. 


He flips the beer cap between his fingers, and it hits the rim of the garbage 
can behind him before falling inside. 


“Can I hold your hand?” I look at his strong profile. 


He just turns his palm toward me. If I knew it’d be this easy, I’d have asked 
to hold something else. 


I lace our fingers together, leaving my pinky against his palm to stroke his 
skin. The gesture feels right. 


“What caused the numbness?” he asks abruptly. 


“That’s a story for another time.” I’m still riding the afterglow train, don’t 
want to be pushed off yet. 


His eyes skitter briefly across mine before looking away again. 
“Powerful tool, the brain,” he finally states. 

“Fascinating, my mother would say.” 

“You have two, right?” 


I smile at his partial knowledge of my life. I left some crumbs in case 
someone felt the need to stick their nose into my business—apart from my 
fans. Having no background at all would have been too suspicious. 


“Foster mothers. And six foster brothers.” 
“Brothers?” He didn’t know about them—few people do. 
“Foster brothers. All with angel names.” 


“Angel?” He makes an incredulous sound and then drinks from his bottle. 
The bobbing of his Adam’s apple is hypnotizing. Is wanting to suck on it a 
weird thing to crave? 


“Hey, Papa Bear, you foster a wicked trio. ’Nuff said.” There must be a 
story there. I’m tempted to ask Serena to dig into it, but it can wait. “And it 
could have been worse than angels. We could have been called after the 
seven dwarfs,” I joke. 


Hunter’s lips give a small twitch, but no smile. He puts out the cigarette in 
the ashtray on the small table. And I know it’s my cue to go. 


I place my beer on the wooden surface and run my fingertips over the 
uneven grooves of the old table, trailing its contours as I tell myself to stand 
up and leave. I have things to check, work to do. I can come back later. 


“Well, I have three tortoises and a mountain of food waiting for me to taste, 
so...” I chance a glance his way. 


“Tortoises? Not an iguana person?” 
My nose scrunches up. “Iguana?” 


“Odd, rare, high maintenance,” he easily lists. 


“Are you describing me or the iguana?” 


“Maple seems to love you.” When I frown at him he adds, “My dog. You 
have the humping in common, and the drooling.” 


Fucker! But I admit I like this teasing, carefree, relaxed bear. I could easily 
get used to him. The thought materializes out of nowhere. 


“Your dick is humongous, drooling is inevitable.” I give him the sexiest 
pout I can muster, gazing up at him flirtatiously through my lashes. 


He snorts, and I can’t help giving his lips a quick peck. He directs an 
unreadable look my way and then takes my beer to drink a sip since his is 
empty. He hands it back to me, and I finish it in one long gulp. The easy 
intimacy between us doesn’t quiet the sudden awkwardness I’m feeling. 


“Any news on the case?” he asks. 


I shake my head. “Malcom is still AWOL. But Serena is on it. I’m waiting 
for the vulture to call me back.” 


“The vulture? The lead you were talking about?” He’s giving me his intense 
stare again. 


“Yeah, but he’s a busy guy. He’ll contact me, and Ill barter for the 
information.” 


Hunter’s eyes have turned suspicious. “How?” 


I pretend to think about it. “He likes men in colorful, tight suits.” I pull my 
lips inside my mouth, trying not to laugh at his confused face. “Rare comic 
books.” 


“Did you fuck him?” His gaze has turned heated. 


“And why is that of any importance? Um, I better go.” We are exclusive, 
but he has no right over my past actions. Even though the hint of 
possessiveness behind the rasp in his voice makes me shiver. 


His fingers tighten around mine, halting my retreat. “I’m not done with you 
yet.” His firm tone does wicked things to my cock. The horny traitor. 


I aim a long scrutinizing look at him. “Not even asking me if I have other 
plans?” 


“For the time being, you are mine to do with whatever the fuck I want, 
when I want, where I want,” he states darkly. 


And cue the lava running into my bloodstream. 
“T’m pretty sure the deal implied the other way around, Yogi,” I fight back. 


He lets go of my hand to grip my nape and growls viciously in my face. I 
growl right back, tilting my head up and showing him I’m not afraid of his 
domineering, animalistic ways. 


He abruptly tugs me out of the chair and toward the French doors. The fact 
that he can move my two-hundred-pound body this easily turns the lava 
inside my veins into...what’s hotter than lava? A burning star. 


We enter a large great room that makes up the living room, kitchen, and 
dining room, but I don’t have time to really appreciate it as Hunter drags me 
into a hallway. 


“I don’t need to give you anything in exchange since you’re getting a sex 
slave out of it!” I scoff, peeking inside a very messy room. I get the sense 
that this is the rude one’s dirty realm. There’s even a hairless demon cat 
sleeping on a chair. 


“Are you going back on your word?” He hauls me forward, his hand on my 
neck is leaving a burning imprint on my skin. It feels like a brand. 


“No!” I retort. 


Hollywood blond is sitting on a bed in the next room—the immaculateness 
would make Monica Geller proud—is that a snake in the tank on the left? 


“But you are supposed to be at my mercy, Bear,” I grunt. Why am I 
fighting? I actually like to be his sex toy. Although, having Grizzly on a 
leash at my feet doesn’t sound so bad. 


We pass a closed door, the silent one’s, I deduce, and then Hunter pushes 
me inside the last room. His room. And locks it behind us. 


I only have time to glance at some shelves filled with books and more 
books before he talks again, “I’ll make you feel so fucking much you’ ll beg 
for more.” 


It should be a promise, but it sounds more like a threat to me. The most 
delicious threat ever. 


“I already did!” I stupidly remind him. 
A growl tears from his mouth just before he yanks my body against his. 


There’s nothing tentative when he kisses me. He dominates my mouth, his 
full lips and teasing tongue are exploring mine with deep sucks, licks, and 
thrusts. My body arches against his, a leg curls around his hip, and I can’t 
remember what we were talking about anymore. 


I slide my palms over the heated skin of his shoulders and back, and it’s his 
turn to shiver. He releases the grip on my neck to fist my hair and deepens 
the kiss, holding me still. One hand in my locks, the other molding my ass. 


I don’t realize he’s backing me up to the bed until we fall down on the 
sheets together. I land on my back with him on top of me. He doesn’t try to 
hold himself up, but pushes me down into the mattress. 


It’s like he knows I want his hard weight on me. I need him to crush me, 
need to feel every bulging muscle and thick bone pressing down on my 
body. 


He shifts as his lips slide down my neck, creating goose bumps all over my 
arms. His hands are pushing my shirt up, and soon it’s gone, somewhere on 
the floor. The sparse hair on his pecs strokes against my bare chest as he 
slowly unzips my jeans and slides them down my thighs, never stopping his 
sucking assault. 


His tongue traces my taut nipple. Wet. Then he blows air on it. Cold. Then 
he pinches it. Pain. Insane pleasure. And repeat. 


“Fuck!” He’s bombarding me with sensations. He’s the sensory master. And 
a fucking tease. 


He gives my other bud the same treatment, and then his tongue surfs down 
my ripped abs, licking every single line of muscle. My fists are gripping the 
cool sheets while my body keeps arching toward Hunter’s magical mouth 
and fingers. Pm quivering jelly under him when he finally reaches my 
throbbing dick. 


His teeth close around my blue thong, and the growl he releases turns me 
into a whimpering mess. 


“This stays on,” he huskily orders. 
“You like?” I look down at him with a beaming smile. 
“Wasn’t I obvious the last time I rammed your cunt?” 


It’s incredible how I fucking love to have my ass treated like it’s a man 
pussy. Hunter made me discover it while I was sucking him off. And after 
researching it a bit, I took the next step and bought lingerie. Never thought 
about it before. But there’s something about wearing beautiful undies. The 
feel of delicate, soft, expensive lace wrapped snugly around my dick, 
cradling it, holding it in place, stroking erotically against my skin every 
time I move. It makes me feel like a sex-bomb, all confidence and 
sensuality. 


He licks the edge of the thong, and his hot tongue brushes against my slit, 
making me tremble. 


“Fuck, it feels so good,” I gasp, squeezing his shoulder. He suddenly moves 
back to take off his jeans, no underwear again. Why is going commando so 
damn hot on him? 


Then he stands before me, naked as the day he was born. A dark, powerful 
predator eager to pounce on his prey. Willing prey. 


“Hands behind your head, Red. Spread your thighs for me.” I do as he says, 
and then a moan catches in my chest at the sight of him wrapping his long 
fingers around his cock. He strokes himself with long, hard pumps while his 
eyes sweep hungrily over my body. 


“You look like a horny mess. Eager to be touched. Fucked. Used,” he 
rumbles with that gravelly voice of his. Oh, dear Satan. His eyes are like 


flaming black holes ready to suck me in. 


“You think you deserve my mouth on your cock?” He licks his lower lip, 
and I almost cry with desperation. 


But I force out a huff of annoyance. Because this willing prey deserves 
every-fucking-thing. “Yes, I fucking do.” 


My heart is racing, my skin is cool all over, my body can’t stay still. All my 
blood is concentrated south, in my boiling balls and aching cock. It’s 
dangerously tenting my thong, and I can almost hear the tearing sound of 
the fabric against my twitching length. 


I want to pull him to me, to touch him. But I keep my hands behind my 
head, eager to see what he’ll do next. His hand continues the slow pumping 
of his long, delicious cock as the fire in his eyes increases. There’s too 
much distance between us, it’s turning me insane. 


“Open those legs more, I want to see that cunt,” he demands. And I can’t 
take it anymore. I’m going to explode if he doesn’t touch me in the next 
instant. 


“Make me,” I almost growl, pushing as much force as I can into the words. 
A deep grunt comes out of him, and then he’s on me. His hands and 
shoulders force my legs wide open. His mouth is an inch from my erect 
cock, which jerks eagerly toward him. He makes a noise in the back of his 
throat, and his grip on my thighs turns bruising. 


“Tell me how much you want this,” he whispers hotly over my sensitive tip. 
Oh, God. 


“J feel like Pl die if I can’t have it,” I sob. 


“Keep your hands there,” he tells me just before moving the thong slightly 
down and diving onto my free cock, swallowing it whole. 


“Ahhhh!” I scream at the incredible new sensation. Blazing hot, strangling 
tight, orgasm-producing. He’s sucking me so hard, like a damn Hoover. 
Using a fast, steady tempo while one of his hands pulls rhythmically on my 
balls. 


I’m thrashing under him, trying like crazy to thrust my hips upward, but his 
shoulders and arms hold me down. Keeping my hands behind my head is 
becoming impossible. I just need to come. The pleasure is too much, too 
intense. 


And watching him gorging on my cock with those big lips doesn’t help. All 
that dark, brawny power between my legs, forcing me to take it, it’s 
exhilarating. His throat tightens around my dick as he takes me so fucking 
deep, my head feels light and a rushing sound fills my ears. 


The orgasm is torn from me. My body arches toward the ceiling, and I 
scream his name as I shoot my cum down his throat. His lips don’t let go 
until the last spurt. Then he gives my head one last hard suck, making me 
whimper, and pulls back. 


Hollywood’s teasing voice ruins my after-orgasm seventh heaven. “Bravo! 
Nice ending! We are leaving the premises. Go nuts about it.” 


“Like there’s more nuts than that?” The rude one makes a disgusted sound. 
“We’ll be at the pet shelter,” the silent one adds. 


I’m shocked my brain is still working after that out-of-this-world, meeting- 
green-aliens climax. 


“Fuck! The boys,” Hunter groans, placing a hand on his face. Did I make 
him forget about them? Nice to see I affect him as much as he does me. I 
thought I lost my mojo for a second. 


“Don’t sweat your dick off, old man. It’s nothing we haven’t heard before,” 
Hollywood says before I hear footsteps receding. 


Grizzly climbs up next to me and drops himself down on the sheets. His 
forearm is covering his eyes, making his biceps bulge and his body stretch 
for my ogling pleasure. He’s so...big. His skin is caliginous beauty. It 
makes me think of a smooth, peaceful, vast night sky, or the dark, silent, 
mysterious depths of the ocean. I just want to dive right into him and get 
lost. 


The smattering of dark hair across his chest becomes narrow on his belly, 
turning into a neat happy trail that points to his soft, but still very 


impressive dick. I make a mental note to lick, suck, and bite my way down 
that treasure trail next. 


I turn on my side to face him. The feel of the cool sheets under my body, 
the light smell of sweat and sex, and the tingling still cruising inside my gut 
are assurance enough that my senses are working. But I need more. 


“Can I explore?” 


A knowing smirk dances on his lips as he tucks his hand under his pillow, 
making his other bicep twist and flex. I take that as an invitation. 


My fingers start trailing down his large nose, red, shiny, puffed lips, and 
squared jaw. I feel the light shiver running through his body, and now it’s 
my time to smirk. 


I’ve never done this. Touched someone without the purpose of sex, without 
being horny and lost to my desire. It’s different. There’s no fervor or 
impatience. I’m still filled with desire and intense yearning, but the sweet, 
slowly growing kind. I’m indulging in Hunter. Enjoying the calm pleasure 
that touching him and smelling him gives me. 


“Are you sure the wicked trio left? The rude one’s glowering face isn’t 
going to pop up outside that window, right?” I’m circling his nipple when I 
realize that the fingers of my other hand are twined with his, stroking his 
palm with my pinky. I must have done it without thought. 


“The rude one?” He moves his forearm, bringing our laced hands up, to 
look at me. 


“Don’t know his name. He has a bedroom that looks like a bomb went off.” 
“Ash.” 


“And Hollywood, his clean doppelganger?” I move to the other, small 
nipple. 


His chest rises and falls under my exploration. “Ren. And Dare is...” 


“The silent one,” I finish for him. “Do they always spy on you fucking, 
Papa Bear?” 


He grunts with displeasure. “No, I don’t bring people home.” 


“Tm the first? Pm flattered.” My tone is teasing, but that new, possessive 
part of me likes it very much. 


My fingers keep going down to his belly, and I can’t resist. I slide my body 
closer and stroke and rub my face all over it. Soft, smooth, and slightly 
hairy, it’s paradise. I moan in ecstasy as I take in Hunter’s rich smell. His 
hand twists in my hair, and I lift my head. 


My mouth waters as my eyes are captured by the fully erect, ten inches— 
give or take—of uncut cock pointing up. It’s begging me to be licked, 
sucked, and fucked. 


“I didn’t bring you here. You showed up unannounced.” 


I need a minute to register his words. “Technicality. You have a virgin bed. 
We need to rectify that situation, pronto. Your angry, hungry dick looks on 
board.” I wrap my hand around it and give it a long pump from tip to base. 


Just as I’m about to go down and feast on it, Hunter slides off the bed, 
pushing me off him, and walks to the other side of his bedroom, stopping in 
front of the beige dresser. His ass is perfection. High, round, peachy, with 
jiggling, curvy cheeks. 


“T want to rim you so badly,” I confess. 


The horny whimper never leaves my chest, because when he turns with lube 
and a condom in his hands, the sight of his spectacular, blinding smile steals 
all the air from my lungs. 


He walks back and kneels on the bed. I don't waste any time and 
impatiently hold out my hand. Hunter grabs it, and before pouring lube over 
my fingers, he moves them to his mouth and sucks them, hard. His wet 
tongue ruthlessly twists among my fingers while his warm lips pull them 
deeper inside his hot, slurping mouth. My sated cock turns half-hard, and 
my balls seem to grow against the lace as he lets my shiny fingers go with a 
pop. I open my mouth in a silent moan and then grit my teeth as I move the 
thong aside and push two slick fingers in. 


It’s not going to take long before I’m ready for his cock. Hunter’s previous 
fingering opened me a bit already. 


“Show me how you make that cunt loose for me.” His gravelly voice seems 
to have a direct line to my body. My legs bend as they widen, and I pull 
them toward my chest. I readjust my fingers and push three in now, 
scissoring and pumping them fast. 


“So pink and tight. This pussy was born to take my dick,” he growls while 
staring at me fucking my hole. My head swims. I’m so fucking turned on. 


“Ready to show me how good you are at taking a Black cock?” he asks, 
moving closer on his knees. 


“T thought I already did. But who am I to argue?” I rasp, pulling my fingers 
out. 


He grabs my glutes and holds them open, pulling me closer to his erect 
dick. “Put me in,” he commands, and I’m only happy to oblige. 


I grab his length and feel the latex under the lube as I guide his tip to my 
hole. Don’t know when he put the condom on and don’t care. I just need 
this so fucking much. 


I squeeze and pull his ass toward me as I bear down on his length. My 
entrance slowly opening up, stretching around his thickness. My body 
promptly accommodates him and sucks him in, gripping tight. The second 
his fat cockhead is swallowed inside, he lets out the sexiest gasp I’ve ever 
heard, and his face turns slack. 


This face-to-face position is fucking amazing. 


“Tighten your hole up more. Yeah, fuck, like that.” He snarls, gritting his 
teeth, and his hands fall on my knees, pushing them hard against my pecs. 
Bless yoga. 


I want him to fuck me senseless, it drives me wild when he lets loose. 


But he’s giving me only the head—even though I’m trying very hard to get 
more dick. It’s excruciatingly pleasurable and agonizingly painful. Sex has 
never been like this. I’ve never felt this desperate before. 


I reach out to scratch his chest and his soft abdomen, but he still keeps 
using only the tip. In and out. In and out. Staring at our connection with 
unwavering concentration. 


I decide to focus on the feeling of having my hole repeatedly pierced. A 
shiver runs down my spine every time he pushes the round tip through my 
puckered ring, loosening it up more and more. 


The deliciously insane sensation only intensifies, and intensifies when I 
involve my other senses. The smell of his sweat and skin hitting my nose. 
His rumbly grunts and my uncontrollable moans flooding the room. I spot 
some blood on his chest from my scratching, and instead of feeling 
ashamed, the sudden urge to suck on my fingers to taste it overwhelms me. 
So much that I cannot resist. 


“Shit!” His nostrils flare as he witnesses how deep my obsession with him 
is growing. Because I need to be honest with myself, I am obsessed with 
this man. And I need him to rail my ass. Now! 


“T don’t think you fucked me hard enough yesterday.” I dig my nails into 
his ass drawing a hiss from him. 


“Oh, really?” he drawls. My dick jerks helplessly on my belly, looking red, 
and shiny with pre-cum. 


“Maybe I should go back to Sly Fox and look for Art,” I taunt him. Risky. 
Very risky, judging by the murderous glare he’s sending me now. 


A loud ripping sound fills the air, followed by a second one and a burning 
sensation on my sides. I gape down at the torn material. “Did you just rip 
my thong off?” 


Grizzly snarls. Yes, snarls and grabs my throat, holding me down as he 
pushes my legs on either side of his hips. Then he slams his dick all the way 
inside me, forcing all the air out of my lungs. 


“Fffuuuccckkkk!” 


His size is no joke. I make a godawful noise. 


“Feel how loose you are for me. How drenched your pussy is. For. Me. I 
slipped right in.” His filthy words pour more gasoline on my fire. 


Hunter is inside me. All the way inside me. Every inch of his cock snug 
inside me. I clench my walls around him and sigh blissfully. 


He looks so powerful above me. So in control. In control of me. 


So much of my life has me in control of other people. I’m the hacker, the 
one behind the scenes. But in reality, I take care of everything and 
everyone. The worry is constant. It’s a tough job, a twenty-four seven one, 
but I’m willing to do it to keep my family safe. 


Right now though, I don’t have to. I can just let the fuck go and let Hunter 
guide me. And holy shit, it’s liberating. 


He suddenly grinds his thick cock into my ass. Fuck, he’s going to split me 
in two. 


“Remember, you asked for this,” he says darkly. He’s looking down at me 
with bottomless hunger. His hand slides under me and squeezes my ass 
cheek painfully hard, making me cry out. 


Then he lets loose. He ruts into me like an animal unleashed. I’m helpless 
beneath him, my nails digging into his pecs as I can only scream and take it. 


He’s merciless as he slams into me repeatedly, holding me in place with one 
hand around my neck. Pain and pleasure battle inside me. And fuck, how I 
love all of it. 


“So damn tight. Best cunt I ever had,” he growls. 


The sound of his cock being repeatedly sucked in by my hole is 
accompanied by the desperate noises I’m making. 


“Louder, Red. Let me know how much you like to be used like a fuck toy.” 
Hunter is pounding me into the mattress. At this rate, we’ll make a hole in 
it, but I don’t care. 


He leans down, his hot body covering mine, crushing me. My arms go 
around his neck, pulling him more into me, while both his hands are now on 
my ass, opening it painfully wide as he keeps hammering those hips. His 


round belly strokes my dick perfectly with every hard thrust. His big balls 
slapping against me make me shiver with the thought of all the cum they 
will let out. 


Our lips fuse together in a long, bruising kiss. His tongue ruthlessly slashes 
inside my mouth over and over. His intoxicating taste quickly goes to my 
head. 


“Hard enough?” he asks a minute later. His lips brushing mine, eyes half- 
lidded with pleasure, stubble scratching my chin. 


I attempt a smirk and roll my hips as much as I can in this position. “I want 
more Black cock. Hurt me. Break me.” 


The sound escaping Hunter’s chest is savage. He pulls himself back onto 
his knees, yanks me onto my side, and then roughly stuffs me full again. 
His hand pushes my face into the pillow as he drives his dick right against 
my prostate, making all my nerves sing. His other hand spanks my ass one, 
two, three, four times. 


“Pll fucking wreck you!” Five, six, seven, eight, nine. 


He fills me so good. “I want your cock to live inside of me,” I gasp out with 
a lot of effort. 


He snarls again and presses his palm harder against my cheek. “It can be 
arranged, Red.” Fuck, yes! 


“Tell me how good my pussy feels,” I mindlessly beg. I need to hear that 
raw desire in his voice. I crave it. Don't care how submissive and pathetic I 
sound. 


He fists my hair and drops his weight on his arm, falling over me as his hips 
keep pumping. His mouth is close to my ear when he whispers hotly, “This 
tight.” He gives me a hard thrust. “Hot as fuck.” Harder thrust, making me 
cry out. “Slutty and greedy.” Thrust. Thrust. “Sucking-me-so-good, wet 
cunt is my current heaven and hell,” he pants. 


My eyes roll back inside my head as he impales me relentlessly. My hand is 
in a tight grip on his arm while I’m jerking off with the other with rough, 
fast strokes. 


I come suddenly with a shout. The climax strikes just before something akin 
to pain slides through my gut, and rapture explodes. I see actual stars. 


Hunter groans, “Fucking milking me dry,” and pumps his release into the 
condom. He keeps rocking into me slower and slower, drawing out my 
orgasm. 


He is so handsome, with his face lost in pleasure and a light sheen on his 
forehead and arms. He circles his hips. Grinds and thrusts. I moan like the 
slut I am and clench hard around him. His uncontrollable grunts make me 
happy. Love to steal them from his lips. 


My heart is still racing, and my whole body feels hot. 


“I don’t want a condom between us next time,” I tell him. His glassy eyes 
jump to mine. He doesn’t say anything. He’s just studying me with his deep 
stare. “I’m clean. Are you?” I ask. I’ve never fucked without protection and 
test regularly. 


He nods. 


“Take off that condom and stuff me with your cock again. I want to feel you 
getting soft inside me.” Maybe this is after-O rambling. Or maybe these 
new mushy feelings inside me mean something. Right now, the idea of 
seeing where they take me doesn’t sound so bad. 


His gaze quickly darkens, and he pulls out of me a little too fast. I whimper. 
My sore hole clenches around nothing, feeling so damn empty. I hear the 
sound of latex snapping, and then Hunter slides on his side in front of me. 
He positions my hands on his pecs and my leg high on his hip before slowly 
entering me again. 


“Fucking hell!” he growls, pushing deeper inside me. And fucking hell is 
right. 


The difference of having his cock bare inside me is so damn marvelous that 
a little cum spurts out of my dick and onto his stomach. I spread it on his 
skin, loving the thought of scenting him. 


I sigh contently again as he keeps thrusting leisurely in and out of me, his 
lips on my forehead, fingers brushing my lower back and ass. As we slowly 


calm down, it feels like our bodies have melted together. 


It’s official, Pm a muscular bottom, who adores having his man pussy used 
by his grizzly. 


And the mushy feelings grow deeper. 
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I jerk awake, shooting up in my bed. My chest heaves. Sweat clings to my 
skin, turning it cold, and goose bumps spread over my arms and my nape. 


I suck in oxygen as my pounding heart fights to regain a normal rhythm. I 
look around my bedroom, it takes a while for my eyes to get used to the 
light. It must be afternoon. I stroke my palm over my head. 


“Damn it!” I mutter. The sound of my ragged breaths fills the room. The 
white sheets are twisted around my thighs and feet. Why do I keep having 
dreams about that day? I’ve been to prison. Have seen terrible things 
happen and almost had them done to me—thankfully, Pm a big 
motherfucker who can defend himself. 


A shiver runs through me. 


My head is usually blissfully quiet, but now it feels like an overcrowded 
airport. I rub my forehead, the start of a headache kicking in, and try hard to 
shake off those memories. Screaming, the sound of his body hitting the 
floor, blood, death. Anger and shame, so much shame. 


I’m awake, but the nightmare still has its hooks in me. 


A strange noise forms in the back of my throat. The sound of water running 
coming from the en suite bathroom halts it. 


Ramiel. 


After the hottest fuck of my life, I fell asleep with my eyes on his, my 
softening, raw cock inside him and our hands clasped, his finger rubbing so 
delicately against my palm. Nobody has ever touched my hand that way. 
I’ve never fucking let them. But with Ramiel, I find it comforting, calming. 


The opposite of what he made me feel before I literally drilled his ass. The 
fact that I don’t need to restrain myself with him is a huge turn-on. He can 
take me and my violent force. More, he provokes me to give it to him 
rougher, to treat him like a slut. And just the thought of that makes my tired 
cock twitch. 


When he appeared at my door this morning, I didn’t know what to expect. 
He bantered with the boys, but he’s a brat as well, so there’s no surprise 
there. What he confessed afterward, though, that hit me right in the gut. The 
vulnerability he tried to hide behind the irritation moved something inside 
of me. Something close to home. 


He thinks he’s broken, I read it in his eyes. Is that the reason for the pull I 
felt toward him from the moment he walked into that alley? Whatever 
happened to him turned him numb. The fact that I, and only I, am able to 
keep those senses alive fills my chest with a weird, warm feeling. 


What the fuck is that? I let out a long breath and slide out of bed to make 
my way to the bathroom. 


I slowly push the door open and lean against the frame when I see Ramiel 
in front of the mirror. He’s naked, his wet hair looks darker and dripping 
onto his shoulders. The light seeping through the window makes the rivulets 
of water running down his chest and back almost...glow. 


His pale, freckled skin is so damn alluring. The muscles underneath are 
strong. I know because I’ve grabbed them, squeezed them, spanked them. 
My eyes fall on the handprints I left on his spectacular ass, the bruises on 
his hips and thighs. Love to mark his peachy skin. Just a little pressure, and 
my fingerprint is on him. 


Like this? He looks like mine. 


He’s studying the bruise I left on his neck in the mirror. A small, satisfied 
smile on his lips that makes my dick jerk in appreciation. But when he 


catches my reflection, it turns into a pout. 
“No dildo on the shower wall? I’m disappointed.” 


“Haven’t you had enough?” I grab my slightly hard dick and give it a fast 
pump, moving the foreskin down the tip. The sudden lust filling his eyes 
makes me say, “Pll buy one.” 


He blinks. Then asks with a surprised tone, “You will?” 


I groan. “You dripping wet, water cascading down your body as you fuck 
yourself on a dildo.” I push away from the door and start stalking his way. 
My balls hanging heavy between my legs, dick swinging. “Your hands 
grabbing my ass while you moan and choke around my cock and fuck your 
pussy at the same time? I’m getting hard right now just thinking about it.” 


“Fuck, me too.” I stop in front of him and brush the shadow of a bruise 
under his eye. It’s not from my hands, and I don’t fucking like it. 


“But bath first.” He gives me a sweet smile and turns toward the bathtub. 
The sight of his juicy ass doesn’t help with my erection. He turns off the 
water and dips two fingers in to check the temperature. 


“Didn’t you take a shower?” My eyes slide down his wet body, still 
dripping on the bathmat. 


“Yeah. I love the feel of water falling on my skin. Now I want to experience 
a hot submersion. Want to join?” 


Right. A shower or a bath are new experiences for him. Things that, for me, 
are the everyday usual, for him and his awakened senses aren’t. 


Pd never thought I’d say yes to a bath. The tub was already here when I 
moved in, and this whole bathroom was new, in opposition to the rest of the 
place. But I find myself nodding at him. 


I’m starting to understand that if Ramiel is involved, my answer tends to be 
yes. 


He gestures me to come closer. The bathtub is a decent size for two people, 
but that doesn’t take into account our larger sizes—especially mine. We 
take up enough space that he has no choice but to stay pressed against me, 


his back to my chest, knees bent. Not complaining here. Not with the globes 
of his firm ass parked on my dick. I’m not fully hard, and I can see he isn’t 
either. Right now, sex is not the priority. Sharing this peaceful moment is. 


I groan in bliss as I let my body sink deeper into the hot water, loosely 
wrapping an arm around his waist. 


“Mmm.” Ramiel lets out a long sigh and drops his head on my shoulder. 
The water temperature is perfect. 


“Didn’t take you for a bath person.” He chuckles and then kisses my neck. 


I roll my shoulders. Maybe I should reconsider, if he’s willing to wiggle his 
ass like he’s doing right now. “It’s good for the muscles.” I grunt. The 
cradle of his butt cheeks feels fucking amazing. 


“How did you meet the wicked trio?” he suddenly asks. 


I turn my head and let my nose dive into his damp hair, his fresh scent hits 
me. “I shared my cell with an old guy. He was in for robbery. He helped me 
get acclimated to prison in exchange for protection. Being a Black ex-cop 
who killed a priest made things quite difficult at times.” 


As I keep talking, Ramiel takes my hand and starts that pinky-to-palm 
stroking. “We became friends. He was sick and knew he’d never make it 
out. One day, he told me about his three grandsons and made me promise to 
keep an eye on them when I got out.” 


“You did more than that, though,” Ramiel whispers. 


“The situation I found them in was worse than I thought. Had no choice.” 
Two years have passed since that day. Ash still doesn’t trust me completely 
and uses that fuck-off attitude to protect himself. Ren pretends everything is 
fine behind those high walls he built around himself, and Dare...keeps 
everything inside. 


“Most people wouldn’t have cared. They are very lucky you found them. 
And they appreciate it, I can assure you. They almost attacked me this 
morning, like guard dogs.” 


“They were simply defending their home.” 


“And you. I had to endure a Salem-witch interrogation. Plus, they’ve turned 
eighteen, if they didn’t like you, they would just up and leave.” 


I sigh against his hair. “Let me guess, you researched them?” 


He turns his head to look into my eyes. “Just on the surface. Boy Scout 
promise.” 


“You? A Boy Scout?” I snort. 


“Okay, you got me there, I was never part of the Boy Scout gangs. But the 
rest is true. I wanted you to share it with me.” 


“Why? We barely know each other,” I say, but the question is also directed 
at myself. Why? Why does Ramiel feel like more? Is it only because we 
have a difficult past in common? Pain? 


“True. But you have a positive effect on my body, obviously. And I want to 
repay you somehow. People hate when I know more than they want to 
share. Even my blood brothers do.” 


“Blood brothers?” 


He opens his palm and shows me an old, deep scar running through it. “A 
blood promise I made with my foster bros.” 


“What’s that?” I look at the red number on his wrist. It’s a brand. “Three.” 


“Part of my past.” His gaze dims as he lowers it to the water. And I feel like 
all his levity and frivolity has fled his body. I won’t accept that. 


I kiss his lips slow and long, and when we part, a light, almost triple- 
dimple, dopey smile breaks out. That’s better. The warm feeling in my chest 
is back. 


“You’re so gooey inside. Such a papa bear,” Ramiel says playfully, turning 
his body to the side—as far as he can in the bathtub—to pull on the hair on 
my chest. His eyes dance with refound cheerfulness. 


“No, I’m not.” I feel my cheeks growing hot. 


And of course, he notices. His light brown gaze turns mischievous. “Are 
you blushing, Hunter Bear? Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone,” he stage- 


whispers. 
“You are two seconds away from a spanking.” 


He moans and then bites my chin. His lips move down, nibbling my throat, 
the red stubble on his cheek scraping against my skin with the most 
delicious friction. I drag my fingers through his soft hair to keep him there. 


“T don’t hear any kind of threat in that sentence.” He starts idly stroking 
circles over my belly. His hands always find their way there, like he can't 
stop himself. 


There’s a flutter deep in my stomach. There’s something exciting about him 
being turned on by my belly. I work hard on my muscles, and those are 
what catch people’s attention, not my abdomen. But for Ramiel, my round 
belly seems to be my best attribute—not counting my cock. He enjoys 
stroking his face and dick against it. Maybe next time we fuck, I should 
make him ride me. 


“The water is getting cold.” He slowly makes his way out of the tub. I 
follow, and as I straighten, the headache starts pricking my head again. 


“Throw me the blue towel, you can use the yellow one.” I point at the 
towels hanging from the hooks on the wall near him. He tosses mine way 
too far to my left, and I have to stretch my arm to grab it. 


“Thanks?” I frown at his bad aim, and the facial movement worsens the 
ache between my eyes. 


“What’s that?” he asks while drying himself. 
“What?” 


“That furrow between your eyebrows. Are you in pain?” He tosses the 
towel toward the laundry basket, but misses it by a lot. He really has the 
worst aim. 


“Um, just a slight headache.” 
He grabs my hand and pulls me into the bedroom. 


“Lie down, ass up,” he orders me. But I remain standing near the bed. 


“Just do it, Hunter. I’ll give you a massage.” 


I still don’t move. “Do you know how?” I don’t think he does, considering 
his previous numb condition. 


“I assure you, you won’t be needing Phil’s slimy hands anymore!” Slimy 
hands? “Remember our deal,” he adds. His challenging eyes hold a strong 
determination as well. 


“Okay, but first tell me, did you get a happy ending from Ted?” The other 
fucking masseuse. 


He frowns. “I was just messing with you. I would’ve never let him touch 
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me. 
“Because you couldn’t feel it?” 


A defeated sigh leaves his lips. “Yes. But I think I still don’t like to be 
touched.” 


“But you want me to touch you, Red.” Do I sound hopeful? Since when 
does the thought of not being able to touch him, fuck him, own him send a 
cold sensation down my back? 


“I meant touched by strangers. You’re different...[ mean, with you is 
different.” He shrugs, trying to be nonchalant, but instead looking all 
vulnerable and shit with those bright gold eyes on me. And all I want to do 
is hold him close to my chest and kiss his damp hair. 


Instead I sit on the sheets then roll face down, my cheek pressed to my 
crossed arms. Hands balled up. 


“Body oil?” he inquires. 
“Dresser.” He moves away, and I hear the sound of a drawer opening. 


I’m tense as fuck. It’s not that I don’t want him to touch me. It’s that Pm 
not used to being this intimate with someone I have sex with. With someone 
full stop. Intimacy means trust, and that’s a real issue for me. But I like 
Ramiel touching me after sex and his pinky-to-palm stroking. 


I turn my head to check what he’s doing, and I find him staring at the cross 
pendent hanging from my neckless. Fuck, I forgot it was in the drawer. My 
jaw clenches, teeth grinding, head pulsing. My body has turned to stone and 
unwanted memories flicker through my mind. 


He puts it back where he found it and returns to the bed. I don’t comment 
on that, and thankfully, he doesn’t either. He straddles my hips, wiggling his 
ass until he finds a good position. 


“Serena, instruct me how to give a relaxing massage,” he utters. 
“Red, you should—” I start, trying to move away from him. 
“Shhh! I can’t hear!” He presses my already aching head back on my arms. 


I feel the oil dropping between my shoulder blades. His hands spread it 
around before they start pressing, rubbing, and manipulating my skin, 
tendons, and ligaments. 


He goes from light strokes to deep pressure, kneading my tense muscles just 
right and making me grunt and moan in bliss. I push my forehead to my 
crossed arms and let go a long sigh. He’s not only massaging me but also 
cataloging my body. He pauses on every scar, mole, and small imperfection, 
taking his time. 


“Your skin is like a river of chocolate.” He drags the pad of his fingers up 
my spine before sliding them back down. “Can’t stop the urge to taste it.” 
He leans down for a moment, just enough time to lick the side of my neck. 
His warm tongue makes me shiver. 


Then he reaches my arms and rubs my biceps, working his fingers around 
my now relaxed body. All thoughts have disappeared, leaving my head 
blissfully empty. When he moves to my shoulders and the base of my neck, 
I groan. 


“Better?” he asks a while later, while concentrating on my ass cheeks. I 
grunt. My dick is too relaxed to react, but I feel a slight tingle in my balls. 


“So you just wanted to grope my ass?” I slur. 


“Groping should be actively encouraged during a massage.” I can clearly 
see the roguish grin he’s sporting with his sparkling gaze, even though my 
eyes are closed. 


“PII be sure to tell Phil next time. Hey!” I lift my head as the pain spreads 
on my left ass cheek from Ramiel’s pinch. 


“Oops, my hand slipped,” he lies, but I kind of like his sparks of jealousy. 
He slides higher on my back until his cock is right on my ass. “Pll be your 
private masseuse from now on. Charge free.” 


He grabs my butt cheeks and spits before placing his hard length right in the 
wet crack. He leans down, holding himself on his hands and starts using my 
ass to jerk off. “I just need my happy ending,” he pants. 


His heavy breaths are right in my ear. Every time he thrusts, he strokes his 
dick over my hole, waking up all the nerves around that area. My cock turns 
to steel in under a second. I grab the back of his hair hard as I start humping 
the mattress, and at the same time, pressing against his cock more roughly. 


“Fuck yes! Your ass is fucking amazing,” he moans. I love how loud he can 
be during sex. 


“Yours as well, Red.” 
“Tt’s tender as fuck, but all I want is to feel your big dick in me again.” 


A growl tears from me before I push him off me, shove his body to the 
mattress, and mount him from behind. I find the bottle of oil on the sheets 
and pour some on my fingers and dick. I work his hole just for a minute, 
while he whimpers and begs me to fuck him hard. 


“Grab my hair,” he cries. 


I grip a handful, arching his back while my cock slides all the way inside. 
Fucking heaven. I push deeper, grinding my balls against him. I’m pinning 
him to me using my dick, the urge to never let him go pulsing inside my 
veins. 


Will I ever get fed up of fucking his vise-like perfect cunt? 


He cries out when I start hammering my hips. 


For now, I’m going to come balls deep, so fucking deep inside that a part of 
me will never leave him. 


When I wake up a few hours later, the other side of my bed is empty. I can 
see the sky is still bright blue through the curtains, the white clouds looking 
fluffy. 


I drop my head on the pillow. We ate a couple of sandwiches before falling 
asleep—I’ve never seen someone enjoying mayo and ham like that before. 


I woke up some time later to go to the bathroom. When I came back, I 
found Ramiel sprawled out on the bed, the sheets piled up in a messy heap 
at his feet, his hair sticking up in all directions, alabaster skin covered in 
bite marks and bruises. He looked well fucked and...adorable. His freckled 
body reminds me of a bright and peaceful starry night sky. I stared at his 
sleeping form before I climbed into the bed and pulled him into my arms, 
his back pressed flush to my front. He didn’t wake up. I buried my nose in 
his neck, and then pushed my cock back into his loose, still wet hole. He 
moaned and pressed his ass closer, letting my dick slide deeper. Then he 
grabbed my hand and kept dreaming. 


I didn’t fuck him. I just felt the extreme need to be inside him. His ass took 
me so damn well and held me so snugly and deep while I fell asleep. The 
memory makes me warm all over, and there’s nothing remotely fucking 
sexual about it. Being with him feels stronger than the attraction simmering 
between us. The overwhelming lust. 


This isn’t the right moment for something more, though. I have enough on 
my plate as it is. But something violent flashes inside me at the thought of 
letting Ramiel go. Something ugly. 


The smell of food shakes me out of my strange thoughts, and after relieving 
my bladder and pulling on a pair of sweats, I walk out of my bedroom. I 


pass Dare in the corridor. He grunts at me, and I pat his shoulder. The silent 
one. My lips curve, thinking about Ramiel’s humor. 


When I enter the kitchen, Ramiel is at the stove with his back to me and 
Maple drooling at his feet. He’s wearing my gray sweats—he rolled the 
waist and legs more than once since I’m bigger and taller than him—and a 
pink apron that I’ve never seen before. His freckled, muscular back is 
deliciously on display. But it’s the mundane sight of him cooking that really 
turns me on. 


I step up behind him, and I feel him breathe deeply, as if he’s savoring my 
nearness. I slide my arms around his waist and press my cock against him. 
He pushes back, clearly letting me know he wants me inside him. When 
doesn’t he? We are like two teenagers going at it. 


I dig my teeth into his shoulder, responding to his shocked gasp and long 
shudder with a groan. 


“You’re fucking irresistible,” I drawl. 


“I know,” Ramiel scoffs arrogantly, using the spatula in the skillet. If he 
expects me to pull back, he’ll be waiting a while. “Your stinky dog tried to 
attack my leg four times,” he complains. 


I look down at it. “It’s a beautiful leg.” 

His elbow hits me in the side. “Although I admire his persistence—” 
“Tt reminds me of you, Red,” I tease. 

Another sharp elbow. “Pll castrate him next time.” 


I snort. He grabs the kitchen knife from the counter and twists it in his hand 
like a pro. Impressive. Why is his aim so terrible? 


“What’re you cooking?” It looks like eggs and vegetables. And there’s 
some kind of sauce in a pot and pasta cooking in another. It all smells 
divine. I’m starving. 


“Omelets, toast, and Bolognese. You need to restore your energy, Grizzly.” 
His words are followed by a cute growl. 


I let out a small laugh. He’s ridiculous with this bear thing. It kind of 
annoyed me at first, now it amuses me, just like he does. 


He wiggles his ass and strokes my cock up and down, while continuing to 
cook. But that won’t do. I abruptly spin him around, crowding him against 
the counter, and claim his mouth. I hear the drop of the spatula when I grasp 
his hips, hauling him closer. He’s solid and strong and gives back as much 
as I do, biting, sucking, and dueling with my tongue. We kiss and grind. His 
arms are around my neck, hands stroking all over me as he hauls a leg up on 
my hip. 


“T think I could come like this, half riding you.” A moan rips out of him, 
and I greedily swallow it. 


“After eating, I’m going to fuck your face,” I tell him between kisses. 


I like the way his lips follow mine every time I pull back. It lures me back 
again, and I dive my tongue into his warm, delicious mouth. Everything 
about this feels good. 


“Fuck the food. You said you’d feed my tongue something?” He sounds lost 
in the pleasure already. Fucking crave the power I have over him. 


“Gross! It’s too early in the afternoon to approach creepy territory.” Ash’s 
voice turns my body to stone. 


Ramiel wrinkles his nose, disrupting the pattern of freckles. He tilts his 
head to the side to look at Ash. “You were spying on us with your 
doppelganger this morning.” 


“He was mentally trying to set the backyard on fire. I was the one 
cheering,” Ren’s voice comes next. I let go of Ramiel to turn toward the 
boys. 


“To set Velma on fucking fire not the whole backyard.” Ash _ huffs, 
scratching his stomach under his tank top. “And what the ever-loving fuck 
are you wearing?” 


“T’m cooking. Plenty of men wear aprons. It’s practical, my skin is delicate 
—I don’t need to give you any explanation!” Ramiel glares at Ash’s 
uninterested, retreating back. “Sit at the damn table if you want to eat.” 


Ash stops walking toward the sofa and surprisingly moves to the table 
where Ren has already taken his place. They start hitting each other like two 
hyper testosterone-fueled teens—which they are. 


Dare arrives with Fred sleeping around his neck. He doesn’t seem surprised 
to see Ramiel at the stove and goes to the cabinet to grab glasses and 
silverware. I help him out, grabbing other stuff. 


“Get the drinks from the fridge.” I slap Ash behind the head. 


“Ouch! Why only me? Ren is scratching his balls over here,” he complains, 
but goes to the kitchen. 


“Fucking snitch!” Ren mutters. 


“T have the same exact problem with one of my brothers.” Ramiel places a 
bowl full of pasta on the table and goes back to the stove to grab the rest of 
the food. Ash deposits the bottles of coke and water and dives to make his 
plate of pasta. 


“You have brothers?” Dare asks him in his calm voice. 
“T have six foster brothers, plus three new additions.” 
Ash’s fork stops near his mouth. 

“Foster brothers?” Ren returns with two cans of beer. 


“I grew up in a foster home with a bunch of other kids.” Ramiel takes a seat 
next to me as I grab the cans and give one to him. 


“Why?” Ash asks with his mouth full. 


“My father was a drunk who never gave a fuck about me,” Ramiel replies in 
a colloquial way. Like what he just disclosed isn’t a big deal. I turn to look 
at him but don’t see any distress on his face. For the boys, though, this topic 
is too close for comfort. 


“That who fucked up your hand?” Ash’s inappropriate question irritates me, 
but before I can put him back in his place, Ramiel replies with a bitter smirk 
on his mouth. 


“No. I did.” 


Ren clears his throat. “Are you a P.I.? An ex-cop? Ex-con?” 


“No. No, and no. Wow, do they assist you with your job? Because they got 
the interrogation part down to a tee.” He winks at me, then turns to Dare. 
“Does your scarf need to eat?” 


Dare blinks a couple of times, I’m sure quite shocked by Ramiel’s sudden 
interest in his odd squirrel. “No, Fred ate already.” 


“Hunter, who is this guy?” Ash’s fork falls loudly on his plate. 


“Yeah. He comes here, and you fuck him seven ways to Sunday, and then 
let him cook?” Ren adds, pushing his light blue, mirrored glasses up his 
nose. He never takes them off, even around us. And I can’t force him to be 
okay with it. Not after what happened to him. If he wants to keep hiding 
behind those glasses, it is fine by me. One day, perhaps he’ll stop. 


“You need to put him back in the box,” Ash declares. 


“What box?” Ramiel asks with a smirk. He seems to be entertained by the 
boys instead of annoyed. 


“The fuck-off box.” Ash’s lips curl into a wicked smile. 
Ramiel’s brow lifts slightly as he continues stuffing his mouth. 
“The who-the-fuck-are-you box,” Ren offers. 

“The get-the-fuck-out box,” Ash tries again. 


And I’ve had enough. “The he-is-fucking-mine box. Now shut it and eat.” 
My words resound harshly in the room, but the boys go back to their plates 
after a few seconds. 


I turn to Ramiel to see how he reacted to my possessive statement. Both his 
eyebrows have disappeared into his hairline, and his eyes have that lusty 
glint in them that makes my cock give a jerk as it tries to fill quickly. I slide 
a hand under the table to give it a painful squeeze. 


Ramiel nods at me and then turns back to his plate, a small smile curving 
his mouth. He doesn’t look annoyed. Quite the opposite and I have to 
tighten the grip on my dick to stop it from lengthening even further. 


We eat in silence for a while, too busy enjoying Ramiel’s delicious food. Is 
there a thing he’s not good at? Right, tossing stuff. 


Maple is sleeping at my feet, snoring blissfully. Ramiel is right, my dog’s 
smell is unpleasant, but only because he has hormonal imbalances that 
cause an overgrowth of yeast and bacteria on the skin. I need to add room 
deodorant to the grocery list. 


The boys are arguing about who knows what. Ramiel is stuffing his face 
with gusto, moaning around every bite, and I surrender to my hardening 
cock. The bow of his upper lip is covered in tomato sauce, and all I want to 
do is lick it off. Suck on it. And then give his mouth something else to feed 
on. 


Damn it to hell, I need to get my head out of the gutter. 


As a way to distract myself, I glance around, trying to see what Ramiel is 
seeing. The living room faces us. There’s a large worn-out couch and black 
armchair, no pillows, and a rectangular coffee table. No carpets on the old 
gray tiles or pictures on the wood-paneled walls. A TV is attached to one 
wall, and there is a very large bookcase filled with the boys’ video games 
and my books—a hobby I discovered in prison. The floor-to-ceiling 
windows have white curtains, the same color as the desk on the opposite 
wall, where my laptop sits. 


It’s nothing special, but it’s home. I’m not much into extra stuff. Like to 
have only the essentials and what the boys need. The cottage has four 
bedrooms, two entrances, and two baths—one is exclusively mine, and the 
other is the daily reason for one of the triplets’ fights. Every room is quite 
large, I’m a big guy, and I need space. 


As my eyes keep going around the living room, I realize that it’s less 
cluttered and messy than usual. We aren’t pigs—apart from Ash—but 
there’s always a piece of clothing, cans, plates, or video game-related stuff 
lying around. Ren and Dare keep their rooms neat and tidy—Ren is OCD 
about it—but they never care for the other rooms. The floor looks clean, 
and the TV doesn’t have the shit ton of cords hanging off it. 


“Did someone clean?” 


Ramiel shrugs. “You needed your sleep. Nobody was around, and Serena 
had no updates regarding our case.” 


“You let fucking Cinderella inside our house.” Ash drinks his coke, holding 
the glass with his pinky up. 


“Next, we’ll have a nest of rats behind every wall,” Ren mutters. 


“You already have one.” Ramiel points at Fred lightly snoring around 
Dare’s neck. “And Cinderella was a pushover.” 


“You’re slipping, old man,” Ash taunts me. 

“Pm in my thirties,” I growl. 

“You’re ancient!” Ren coughs in his fist. 

“T regret encouraging the three of you to talk,” I tell them. 


“You deserve an irritating Sponge Bob laugh. Wa wa wa wa.” Ash is right, 
that’s very irritating. 


“That sounds more like Jim Carrey’s,” Dare interjects. 
“Reminds me of Janice from Friends,” Ramiel jumps in. 


“One of the minions, and let me see? You also look like one.” Ren lets his 
mouth fall open, faking a shocked expression, to which Ash responds with 
his raised middle finger. 


“You’re dizygotic triplets. It’s rare,” Ramiel suddenly says. 


It happens when one zygote divides into two identical fetuses, and the other 
does not. That’s why Ren and Ash look alike, while Dare doesn’t. 


“How did you know?” Dare pats Fred before going back to his omelet. 


“I have my ways.” He smirks. “Finding things about people is my...hobby. 
For example, your pet shelter is a money-draining machine. Could get more 
donations if you use different tactics. Puppy therapy never fails.” 


“Did you tell him that?” Ash looks pissed as he turns his eyes on me. 


“He didn’t.” Ramiel cleans his mouth with a napkin. “I see you have Bloody 
Kills.” He’s talking about one of the PlayStation video games the boys are 
always playing. ”Did you get on the other side of the bridge and into the 
abandoned hospital?” 


“No,” Ash groans. “It’s impossible to get through the hordes of zombies.” 
Ren nods. “Nobody knows how to do it.” 

“I do,” Ramiel says nonchalantly while looking at his nails. 

“Bullshit.” Ash sniffs 


“You made Hunter fuck you in his bed, so I’m inclined to believe you,” Ren 
says instead. 


“Nobody made me do anything.” I cross my arms. 


“Sure. You’re the strongest and most vigorous bear sitting at this table,” 
Ramiel pats my arm conciliatorily, then grabs my hand and starts the pinky- 
palm stroke. 


Ash burps. “Manners,” I uselessly remind him, he just doesn’t care. 
“What? It shows how much I appreciated the meal.” 

“So, game?” Ren asks insistingly. 

“Boost the red jeep, but kill the sniper on the other side of the bridge first.” 
“How the hell do you know that?” Ash narrows his eyes. 


“He created the game,” I explain. Ramiel lifts a brow at me. “Yeah, I know 
things about you too, Red.” 


“That’s epic, dude!” Ash yells. 

“Wait, you are Ramiel Masters?” Ren slowly stands up. “The Master?” 
The Master? 

“Mmm, yeah? Last time I checked.” 


Ash’s loud whistle pierces the air as Ren imitates a dying fish. 


“Maybe he’s stroking out,” Dare states, not sounding worried at all. 
“Don’t follow the light!” Ramiel teases Ren. 

“Unless there’s Elvis at the end,” Ash adds. 

“Ash!” I scold him. 

“He’s the fucking King!” he retorts. 


“Find a stick and bounce your scrawny ass on it,” Ren spits out at his 
brother. They are still fighting when Ramiel’s phone starts vibrating. 


“Fuck!” he curses and then types very fast. “I gotta go,” he tells me, 
standing up. I don’t let go of his hand, finding the idea of him leaving... 
wrong. 


“Where?” Is it the Vulture? 


His eyebrow kicks up at my gruff voice while a smile hitches his lips up. 
“Family matter. Can’t get out of it. I’ll let you know if there’s any update on 
the case.” 


I grunt. Do I want him to go? No. Can I keep him here? I can easily do that 
with a pair of cuffs and my tongue. But he seems determined to leave. 


“This possessive trait of yours turns me the hell on, Grizzly,” he whispers 
low in my ear. He pulls back, his eyes sparkling and his grin doubled. Then 
he hesitates before he adds, “TIl be back as soon as I can.” 


He takes off the apron and walks away, coming back a minute later fully 
dressed. After straddling my lap, he tells the triplets, “Close your eyes if 
you don’t want to see your papa bear get fondled.” 


The disgusted noises disappear as soon as Ramiel’s ass connects with my 
dick and his lips touch mine. The kiss is fast, wet, and filled with passion, 
with my fingers digging into his soft butt cheeks. 


“Remember whose pussy this is,” I whisper-growl on his mouth as I grind 
my dick against him, receiving a wink in reply. “Thanks for the meal. It was 
amazing,” I feel the need to tell him. His triple-dimple grin hits me hard and 
it physically hurts to lower my arms. 


“Don’t go out until I come back,” Ramiel says before leaving my lap and 
my house. Was that worry in his eyes? 


“Damn, I need a full-body bleach shower.” Ash shivers dramatically. 
“You’re fucking a legend.” Ren claps his hands. “You tamed the Master!” 


“He’s a master cook too.” Dare confirms his raspy words by eating another 
mouthful of pasta. 


They completely changed their tune, sound all approving of Ramiel now. 
Ash nods. “And he’s your client?” 

“Work partner,” I correct him. 

Ren frowns. “Since when do you have a partner?” 

“And fuck him?” Ash continues. 

“Get used to him,” I reply. “Now who’s turn to wash the dishes?” 


A chorus of teen groans and two animals’ snores rises from the table. 
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“Serena, I’m home,” I utter as I enter. Home smell. I finally understand 
what it means. Mine is a mix of house cleaners, coffee, dirt, and leather. I 
like it. 


The lights turn on, and while taking my constricting gloves off, I go straight 
to the sink to splash water on my face. I feel the cold sink under my palms, 
the wet drops trailing down my face and neck, the fresh taste of water in my 
mouth, the ache in my muscles. 


I had to help Uri take care of his donor’s body yesterday since Raph gave 
his unavailability at the last minute—surely too busy following his husband 
—and then I helped Gabe find the dirt he needed on his next donor. After 
that, I went to Rague’s place and installed Serena’s security system while 
keeping Sully, Rague’s brother-in-law, company. He seems to be doing 
better since he was kidnapped. But those shadows veiling his eyes have 
become permanent. I need to find the person who put them there. 


The elusive Phoenix. 


They are the Moriarty to my Sherlock, the Joker to my Batman, the 
Sylvester to my Tweety. Every time I get close, they slip through my 
fingers, and my irritation is growing exponentially. Because nobody evades 
me and my cyber skills. 


Nobody. 


That’s why, instead of going back to my bear, I spent all night at the base 
looking for new information. And I realized that finding August Gene Baker 
was exactly what Phoenix wanted. They intentionally left a trail for me to 
follow. They contacted the hitman and stood him up on purpose. But why? 
To see if I’d follow? To study my level of expertise? Learn more about me? 


At two a.m., I let Serena take over and fell asleep on the sofa near the lab— 
how Uri prefers that to a bed is inconceivable to me. 


I dry my face and turn toward my queen bed. I took a shower at the base, 
but I need to change these wrinkled clothes. I open my closet and stare at 
the row of gloves in different colors, types, and fabrics. I wore a pair while I 
was with my bros. I didn’t feel like explaining to them what is going on. 
Not because I don’t trust them. I fucking do. With my life. I just want to be 
sure this is not temporary. I don’t want to jinx it. To create disappointment 
in case my condition comes back. 


Unreasonable, I know, but I want to keep doing it for a few more days. 


Still, I can’t believe I don’t need gloves anymore, unless of course it is cold 
outside. But that’s all, thanks to a certain grizzly. 


I’ve been so busy, we’ve only exchanged a few texts. Some very bossy, and 
others uber hot. He’s amazing at filthy talking while giving my hole a 
pound, why not sexting as well? I clench my aching ass, smiling at the 
feeling. 


Trust, though, seems a hard thing for him to give. Having to kill his own 
cousin might have caused the wariness and suspicion. 


I can see how a part of him is always alert, ready to pounce. I want him to 
let his barriers down with me. I feel the urge to soothe him, to assuage the 
hardness in those deep eyes, dark as ink. Mesmerizing. They have me all 
twisted in fucking knots. I know it’s not gratitude or the out-of-the-world 
ecstasy his cock gives me every time he’s inside me. He is...more. My 
more. 


Even with the frightening possibility of turning numb again, I’d still want to 
be with him. I’d feel everything when we have sex, his warm breath, 
passionate kisses, smooth skin, curvy, hard muscles, the scars that make 


him look fiercer—like the grizzly he is. We could just fuck all the time. And 
fight. That sounds like a good plan B to me. 


I move toward the gloves with the intention of bagging them, maybe 
throwing some away, but stop just an inch from a red leather pair. My hand 
turns into a fist. It’s too soon. Don’t need to rush into things. It can wait. 


I grab a shirt and a pair of jeans and place them on the bed. I open the 
second drawer and move my hand over the different pairs of panties. I 
choose pink satin this time as my lips curl up imagining Hunter’s heated 
eyes. 


My home’s style is industrial since it used to be an old warehouse. I kept 
the gray concrete walls and slate floors and the exposed beams and pipes. I 
left one metal grid panel to separate my workstation from the rest of the 
open concept design. The only rooms are the toilet and Serena’s. Everything 
is...visible. Making up the rest of the space are the bed, wardrobe, shower 
stall, gym area, small stainless-steel kitchen, leather loveseat, mega TV on 
the wall framed by bookshelves filled with DVDs—mostly animal kingdom 
documentaries—and the tortoises’ fenced area with a green house in the 
corner near the tortoise door that leads to the covered back garden. 


I move to the fridge and open the drawer, grabbing the plastic container 
filled with earthworms and sliced fruit. 


“Kim, Kourtney, Khloe, breakfast!” I shake the container and see the first 
wrinkly head peeking out of the greenhouse. They get enough vegetables 
from the garden outside, and have an automatic feed dispenser, this is just 
an extra I give them from time to time. When I reach their corner, only 
Kourtney and Kim are out, slowly making their way to the eating zone, 
while Khloe, the capricious sister, comes through the tortoise door, 
munching on a chew toy. 


It pissed me off when Linda dumped three, fifteen-inch leopard tortoises 
outside my home in retaliation for my lateness to her birthday dinner a few 
years back—she’s such a crazy, vindictive witch. But in time, I grew fond 
of them with their stubby legs, long stretchy necks, and bumpy bicolor 
shells. So much that I’m thinking of getting another one and calling it 
Kylie. 


After feeding them, I make myself a ham sandwich with mayo, lettuce, a 
slice of tomato, and pickles and move to my computer with a bottle of iced 
tea. Food is so fucking amazing. All the different tastes and possible 
combinations. It’s damn mind-blowing. 


I’m glad Hunter and the boys liked my cooking. I followed Serena’s 
instructions, but I was surprised by the outcome as well. I will get better, 
though. Partly because I want to hear again that sweet tone in Hunter’s 
voice when he thanked me. Okay, mostly because of that. 


Work! I have a couple of ideas for a new game with three brothers as the 
PCs—the wicked trio might have inspired me—but my creativity is 
bouncing inside my skull, I can’t hold a thought still. When that happens, I 
usually need to distract myself and what better distraction than snooping 
around people’s lives? 


Lately, Meg and Linda are getting my attention. In the last months, they’ve 
been acting odd. Meg keeps lying to me, but is it related to her health or 
something else? And Linda? She’s traveling again. She’d stopped for a 
while, probably to stay near Meg. It’s not unusual for her to go on trips 
since she works freelance from time to time, but the places she’s going 
don’t make any sense, small towns in the middle of nowhere, desert islands, 
Detroit. Plus all the confabulating with Gabe. He’s a lawyer and gives all of 
us advice, has covered our asses more than once, but....something stinks, 
and it’s not Hunter’s dog. 


And I’m thinking about Grizzly again. 


I swear, I don’t know what’s going on with me. If I don’t obsess over his 
safety, I obsess over him. I’m hopeless and feeling...stuff. Emotionally. He 
has a hold of my body he’s well aware of because I told him what he does 
to me. But honesty was the best policy in this case, right? Right. But all the 
extra feelings weren’t expected. 


“Serena, show me Hunter’s case file again. The one related to the murder.” 


The wall in front of me fills with pics, newspaper articles, police files, 
medical examiners’ reports, and more. 


His cousin, Father Cal—Cal Penn—was killed inside St. Joseph Church 
almost eight years ago. Pushed from the pulpit, he fell on his back on a row 
of pews and broke his neck. The pulpit looks like a traditional one, raised 
six and half feet above the sanctuary floor, so it checks out. The police 
report says that they received a call from Hunter’s phone at nine-fifteen 
p.m. in which he confessed to killing his cousin. 


In his written confession, he added that he felt uncontrollable rage after he 
discovered that Cal abused and molested some of the churchgoers’ kids. So 
that evening, he backed him onto the pulpit, made him give his last 
confession, and pushed him off. 


The Father had a too-swift death in my opinion. 


I sent all this documentation to Uri and Michael, and they confirmed a 
suspicion I already had and added a couple more. 


The body was found five feet from the pulpit. Hunter is as big as a tank, if 
he shoved someone from an elevated position while feeling furious, that 
person should land nine feet away certainly not five. Maybe Cal tripped, 
scared by Hunter’s advance...but why lie and say he shoved him then? 


Then there’s the small, torn piece of fabric found on the pulpit’s floor, it 
was denim with a small red flower on it. Hunter was wearing his police 
uniform that evening. But it could be unrelated to Cal’s death. The cleaning 
lady worked at the church twice a week, perhaps it was hers? 


Also, Hunter never disclosed how he found out about the priest’s sins. But 
the detective who investigated the case speculated that Hunter simply 
wanted to protect his informant. A parent? Or a kid’s friend? 


Ugh! All suppositions. Let’s see the facts. 


Father Cal was quite loved by his church congregation, who were shocked 
by the whole situation. But with a little digging, the police found out that 
the accusations were true. He abused twenty kids that we know of. 


The murder was a nightmare for the mayor and his impending re-election, 
the Church which didn’t want to deal with another scandal, and the police 
force who had one of their own under attack. The case was closed quickly, 
and the trial ended even faster since Hunter pled guilty. 


My eyes fall on a picture of Hunter at his police graduation two years 
before the murder. He looks young, proud, and filled with righteousness. 
He’s smiling at his cousins, Opal Denver and Jasper Penn—Cal’s siblings— 
with so much happiness. 


What really happened that evening? I have a gut feeling that there’s more 
than what he confessed. 


I saw the way his whole body tensed when I found the cross in his dresser. I 
didn’t want to pry and upset him even more so I just kept my mouth shut. 
But I want to know so fucking much. I want to know why was Hunter at a 
Catholic cemetery when he was shot at. And if the two mercenaries are 
related to the murder of his cousin. 


The Vulture needs to contact me ASAP. 


“Incoming text from Hunter Bear,” Serena lets me know. “Do you want me 
to read it?” 


“No, thanks.” I tell her as I grab my phone. 


Hunter Bear: Where are you, Red? 
Me: Missed me? 
Hunter Bear: Where? 
Me: U sound like a jealous BF...and the B is for Bear 
Hunter Bear: Okay 
Okay? Did he just agree to be my boy...bear-friend? 
Me: I’m home 
Me: U didn’t fuck me hard enough. | can still walk 
Hunter Bear: Tonight 


Me: Whatever u're planning, make sure u ruin me properly this 
time. I’m starting to think u're all talk 


Hunter Bear: l'Il talk, and you'll scream around my cock. You 
know you will 


My dick twitches and starts plumping. 


Me: | just need a hard reminder. l'Il see u later 


I’m hard now! Can hammer a damn nail with my cock. What can help me 
deflate it? Ah! I open the Foster And Not Bros chat, which I renamed Bros 
& Spouses. 


Me: | found the perfect playdate for Rague. They can 
communicate in grunts and do all the things grumpy fuckers 
do, like glower at sunny days and flip off people who flirt with 
them. 


Me: He’s larger than life in all ways, starting with his black 
mamba 


Me: Gabe, did u spit your morning coffee all over one of ur 
precious contracts? 


Gabe doesn’t answer. Sometimes, I think he’s irony-impaired. I should try 
and load a microchip in his robotic brain. 


Me: U fuck with no care of your surroundings, so | might have 
got a glimpse of...something as well 


I can hear Lori’s purr from here. 


He’s so damn possessive of Michael. Reminds me of my bear and while 
Raph’s words make my eyes roll with annoyance, Hunter’s growly behavior 
sends a shiver down to my toes. 


Of course it is. It's our safe house, filled with all the essentials for the end of 
the world. We also got rid of many donors in the forest surrounding it when 
we Started the family business. 


Me: Did Rague build a red room? Like Uri’s? 


My psycho brother doesn’t see a reason to lie to his husband to try and 
protect his feelings. 


I hope he won’t force me to try one again—now that I can actually taste it. 


Me: You mean Michael is actually man-struating? 


Gremlin is nuts. 


Michael: Fuck you all! 


I lay my phone down. I’m sorry for Michael but if everybody says his 
cookies taste bad they must be. 


How would Hunter interact with my family? Probably just like Rague, with 
glares and succinct replies. Aaand I’m thinking about Grizzly again. Hell! 


Time apart is supposed to be a good thing, right? Then why can’t I 
concentrate on anything? 


Maybe I should go exercise for a while. Just as the idea comes through my 
head my phone starts ringing, and the smile turning my lips up is 
immediate. It’s Hunter’s home number. I can’t believe he has a land line. 


“Papa Bear, miss me?” 


A retching sound comes from the other line. It has to be Ash. “You need to 
come back.” 


“Why? What happened?” I jump from the chair as worry explodes in my 
chest, making it hard to breathe. 


“Tt’s a life-and-death situation.” 


I’m already grabbing my keys and reaching for the garage door. “Need to 
bring a doc?” 


“Why, you have one on speed dial?” I hear Ren asking. 
“I have three... So?” I push impatiently. 


“No.” Ash’s reply calms me down a notch. No need of a doctor is a good 
thing. “But I need you to help me go through the bridge.” 


I freeze near my car door. The video game?! “Are you fucking kidding me? 
I...” I take a big breath. Relief spreads inside my chest together with 
irritation. “Fuck! Hunter is fine?” 


“Yes, of course.” Ash snorts. 

“But that answered our question,” Dare cryptically says. 

“Our? What are you, an elite alien group with one brain?” I scoff. 
“That would be too cool!” Ash makes an idiotic frat-boy laugh. 


“Sharing a brain with you?” Ren sounds disgusted. “There’s only farts, 
dicks, and video games in there.” 


I hear the sound of a slap. 


“Move that fucking gamer ass of yours and come here.” Ash is so damn 
crass. 


“Who can say no to such a charming invitation?” I deadpan. 


But my reply is lost breath. “They hung up on me!” I waste more oxygen. 
How can Hunter endure this every day? Is that why he’s all growls? 


An hour later, I’m at Hunter’s again. 


Ash opens the door when I’m getting out of my car. “What took you so 
long? Ooh, nice ride!” He’s looking at my Hyundai with too much interest. 


“Don’t even think about it, Rude One!” 


“Rude?” he pffs while scratching his ass—hand inside the pants. He’s also 
an uncouth, overgrown kid. 


“I had to grab some stuff first. Help me with these boxes.” I open the trunk 
and hear a whine coming from him. “Do you want me to show you how to 
get to the next Bloody Kills level or not?” 


“Ren, come the fuck out here!” he screams as he drags his pink crocs to my 
car. “FYI, the name of your game sucks.” 


“I know. The marketing team chose it.” I grab a couple of boxes, cutting my 
palm on the rough side of one. Cardboard cuts fucking hurt! 


“Wha?” Hollywood appears on the threshold with a long, black snake 
wrapped around the whole length of his arm. A real snake. “What’s with all 


the boxes?” 
“A little adjustment to your security system,” I answer vaguely. 


Ash doesn’t seem interested as he grabs a small box. “Dare takes care of the 
house security,” he tells me then turns to his brother. “Ren, give a damn 
hand.” 


“And you fucking take more boxes, you lazy ass,” Ren counters. I can see 
my reflection in his mirrored glasses. They are fighting again, which I’m 
starting to think is an hourly occurrence for them. 


They’re waving their middle fingers at each other when Dare walks to my 
Porsche, and the two of us take all the stuff inside. 


“Where’s Hunter?” I look toward the hallway and see that the door to his 
room is open. 


“Went to the pet shelter next door,” Dare lets me know. I told him to stay 
home! 


“Is he there alone?” I inquire. I should go. I want to go. Fuck, the security 
system! 


“Ahhhh! Stop the jealous act. First game, then...that.” Ash points at the 
boxes we placed on the dining table as he drops heavily on the sofa next to 
Ren and his bracelet snake. “Then you can fuck the old man, or vice versa. 
Don’t want to know.” 


“Tm not jealous!” I mutter. Not now anyway. Unless...“Who the fuck is 
with him?” 


They totally ignore me. Maple suddenly comes drooling from the corridor, 
aiming right for me—and my leg. 


“No! No! Horny dog, we are not compatible. Find an...ugly bitch and hump 
her!” I move the chair between us and grab the dog deodorant I bought 
earlier from the top of one of the boxes—the girl at the pet shop assured me 
it kills any kind of canine odor. I remove the plastic lid and spray it in his 
direction. A strongly scented misty cloud forms in front of me and then 
quickly falls on the dog. Maple sneezes a couple of times and after a few 


seconds, he whines and goes to a small rug near the bookshelves. I won! I 
raise my arms up in a victory move. 


“Ahhh!” Ren is glowering at the TV screen like it’s personally offended 
him. My game is on, and he just died. He pushes Ash’s head hard. “It’s your 
fucking fault for distracting me!” 


“Like this hasn’t happened a thousand times before,” Ash huffs. 

“Is this to improve the house security?” Dare asks me. 

“Yeah. Just a few extras. The one you have is actually pretty good.” 
“Thanks.” 


“You installed the current one, right?” And I bet he was also the one trying 
to keep Serena out of the system yesterday. 


He nods and starts to open the boxes, and I look at him in a different way. 
He has brawn and brains. The brain part needs work, and I toy with the idea 
of helping him. But then I push it away. Pretty sure these boys don’t like me 
very much. 


“Dare, the Master needs to help us here first, then you can play together 
with the techie stuff,” Ren states. 


“I told you how to do it already.” I cross my arms. “And stop calling me the 
Master, I’m Rami.” Only crazy fans call me that. And I have some creepy 
ones, and I mean creepy, even for me. 


“We can’t boost the car, Vel-ma.” Ash pronounces the nickname slowly. 


“Gimme the controller.” I gesture to the little ass face. He tosses it, almost 
hitting my face. “Oh, you deserve what will come to you.” 


“Can’t be worse than what I left behind,” I think I hear from him. I’ve seen 
the medical and police reports. These boys had it rough before Hunter took 
them in. 


I swiftly go over the game settings. The level they reached is not bad, but 
they need more skills to move over the bridge. I find the hidden back door 
into the game and add extra skills to their PCs, enough to pass this level. 


“Try now.” I toss the controller back to Ash, but it flies past his hands, 
landing with a thump at his feet. It doesn’t matter how many hours I train, 
my aim remains crap. 


“Watch it!” he barks, but there’s no trace of the usual snark behind his 
words now that he’s busy playing the game. 


I suppose there are worse ways to spend the day. But at this moment, none 
come to mind. 


“Where’s your scarf today?” I ask Dare while taking out the rest of the 
techie stuff. 


“Fred is sleeping in my room.” 

“Never seen a squirrel act like that before,” I tell him. 
“He’s blind, but still has his natural curious instincts.” 
Oh, I see. “Is Ren’s snake blind as well?” 

“No. George has no teeth.” 

“T thought snakes could regrow their fangs.” 


“They were pulled out too many times,” Ren answers, jerking to the right to 
avoid hitting a pole in the game. 


Fuck! These are rescue animals. Maple as well? Is that why he stinks like a 
football locker room after a game? 


“So, you take care of the pet shelter.” I pull a cam out of the plastic bag and 
take a moment to enjoy the smell of new, sealed products. 


“Ren is the animal lover-slash-self-taught vet,” Ash surprisingly replies 
after swearing at a zombie on the screen. “We just tag along.” 


“T can introduce you to a friend of mine, Sully. He’s almost your age, I 
think. Got a part-time job working at a vet clinic. He wants to become a 
vet.” 


“What clinic?” 


I pause a second to remember. “Happy Pet, Happy Home.” 

“They are the good ones.” Dare nods. 

“Meaning?” 

“The docs really care about the animals. So many bastards around.” 
“Why don’t you work there then?” I ask Ren. 


“They’d never accept me. Self-taught.” He points at himself. I actually see 
that as an advantage, not a weakness. They’ve been taking care of the pet 
shelter for four years now. That’s a lot of experience. 


“How about you, Ash? Do you have a pig in there?” It would explain his 
room. Maybe he has a cat and a pig. 


“Cat. Sweetie is shy, she stays in there usually.” 


Ren snorts derisively, “Shy? Your untouchable cat almost castrated the 
mailman, that’s why he tosses everything on the ground now instead of 
using the mailbox.” 


“And George? He slithers around scaring the crap out of everybody,” Ash 
retorts. He waves at Ren’s arm which is indeed, snake-less. 


“Whoa, whoa! There’s a long-ass snake gliding around?” I abandon the 
things on the table and instinctively take a step back. I’m not afraid of 
snakes, but I need to keep my eyes on them...at all times. 


Ren elbows Ash hard. “He’s curious. It’s not weird for snakes. And George 
has to hide from your bloodthirsty, murderous, wrinkly cat.” 


The cat I saw in Ash’s room was a sphinx—no fur, big ears, looked like his 
skin was inside out. But they are usually very sweet and tame. 


“George has no teeth, but he can still strangle us. It’s in his nature. Now, 
who’s the murderous one?” Ash counters. 


“He could.” Dare doesn’t seem worried about the possibility at all. “But 
he’s a sweetheart.” 


Ren pauses the game to kneel on the floor and starts calling. “George. 
Come here, Georgie.” Georgie? Really? 


“He’s here.” Dare points at the table, and when I look down, I see two 
empty black eyes staring at me. He’s twisted his long body around the table 
leg a few inches from me. His head is floating in the air, coming toward me. 
His mouth is open, forked tongue out, and yes, I don’t see any teeth. The 
creepy hissing is there though. 


“Let him taste you,” Ren says. 


“What?” I frown, then I remember the documentary I saw on reptiles a few 
weeks back. “Snakes use their tongue to bring scents back into their 
mouths.” 


“Exactly.” Ren nods. “You don’t look too scared.” 


“Like to watch animal documentaries. But this is my first time face to face 
with a snake.” 


That’s how, one hour later, I end up with a very poisonous reptile curled 
around my leg—his small triangular-shaped head lying on my thigh—while 
playing video games with the triplets. 


“Damn it! That’s so simple. Why didn’t I think of that?” Ash keeps cussing 
at my gaming skills. 


“Stop giving me all your ammunition! You take the fun out of it.” 
“Like I do that on purpose,” he growls and flips me off. 


I have no choice but to flip him off back. And again, I feel strangely at 
home. The wicked trio reminds me of the dynamics between me and my 
bros. They would fit perfectly with my family. And Hunter, at my side. 
Mine. The idea makes me all weirdly tingly. 


“My turn!” Ren takes the controller out of Ash’s hands. They’ ve been trying 
to defeat me for thirty minutes now. But the Master is not only amazing at 
creating games. 


“What are your intentions?” Dare suddenly asks me from his seat on the 
armchair, Fred dangling on his big bicep. Ren freezes. 


“Intentions?” I slowly pronounce. Did I just enter a Jane Austen novel? 


“He means with Hunter,” Ash explains, pausing the game. The wicked trio 
has turned all their attention on me. It’s unsettling. 


“Um. Well, my intentions are very honest and very dirty.” 
“Fucking gross!” Ash mutters. 


“Hunter went through enough. Don’t fuck with him.” There’s a clear 
warning in Ren’s words. 


“You got his back and will...try to make me pay if I hurt him. I 
understand.” I look at each face to get the point across. I hope Hunter 
knows how much these boys appreciate him. “It won’t happen. I promise.” 


Dare sighs while the blonds nod. 
“Good.” I turn to the screen. “So, who’s butt do I kick next?” 


“Rami?” Hearing my name on Ash’s lips makes me snap my head toward 
him. The black eyeshadow on his eyes turns his gaze even more grave. 
“Keep your fucking promise. We turn unfriendly when people break them.” 
More than when I met them? Pfff. 


It’s my time to nod and then to clear my throat. My eyes fall on George. 
“Do you need volunteers at the pet shelter?” I’d like to see it—I only have 
pics of it...from my research—and to spend more time with the trio. Since 
they are in Hunter’s life, it’s only logical to get to know them better. 


“Always,” Dare confirms. 

“Count me in, and I’m sure I can make some of my bros do it as well.” 

My phone starts ringing. Right on time. I push the speaker button. 

“Gremlin, need you to volunteer at a pet shelter,” I tell Lori. 

His high-pitched voice comes through loud and clear. “Playing with animals 


and helping with adoption, fuck yes. Cleaning shit and puke, a bloody fuck 
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no. 


All the wicked trio’s attention turns to my call. Better than having it on me, 
I guess. 


But that’s what Lori always does, draws people to him while being loudly, 
shamelessly, and unapologetically himself. His eclectic wardrobe does that 
as well. It ranges from loose sweaters and colored skinny jeans to shorts 
and skirts paired with knee-high boots. He has a sassy comeback for anyone 
who tries to bring him down and keeps walking with his head high and cute 
butt swinging. 


It’s admirable and so damn annoying at the same time. 


“Random question. I not-accidentally slipped an elephant-dose of laxative 
into an arsehole’s glass. Now I think he fainted inside the bathroom,” he 
conversationally says. I hear the sound of tapping on a keyboard. Is he at 
work? I thought they gave him a few days off. 


“Are you talking about my brother?” Did he kill Gabe? No, you can’t kill a 
robot. 


“Which one of the bloody Brady Bunch?” 
“Bloody?” Ash mouths. 
“Gabe, Gremlin.” 


“Couldn’t unplug that twat ass even with a Godzilla-dose. No. It’s another 
arsehole from the office,” Lori explains. 


“Are you sure he fainted?” 


“I heard a thump and then silence for about...an hour now. Not going to 
check, mate. The bathroom must smell worse than a pigsty.” That weirdly 
makes sense to me. 


“Call security. Tell them there’s a weird smell coming from the toilet,” Ren 
suggests. 


“Brilliant. And who am I talking to?” I can hear the intense interest in Lori’s 
voice. 


“Ren.” 


“Are you one of Reacher’s fucks?” 
“Reacher?” 
“That’s me,” I sigh. 


“No! He’s fucking Hunter, I live with him.” Ren doesn’t look unsettled by 
the conversation. None of them do. 


“You fucked Magnum P.I. and didn’t tell your temporary bestie? Bad 
Reacher!” Through the line, I hear voices in the background. “Hold, 
please,” Lori switches to a too sweet voice before moving the phone away, 
but I can still hear his annoyed tone. 


“Where is a piper and a pack of rats when I need them?” He comes back a 
minute later. 


“A mischief of rats, not a pack,” Dare corrects him. 
“Who’s that?” Lori now sounds really intrigued. 
“Dare.” 

“Ren and Dare. Where the hell are you at, Reacher?” 
I groan. “What’s with the snarly voice?” 


“Your brother was here....[ wish he would just pick between a cliff and a 
bridge and fall off it! Are you at Magnum P.I.’s?” 


“Yes. Pm at Hunter’s.” 

“He’s fucking busy,” Ash feels the need to add. 

“How many people is Magnum shacking up with?” Lori asks. 
“Only Rami, for fuck’s sake. And who the hell are you?” 


“Pm Lori, and if you keep speaking tosh, PII wash your mouth with 
lavender soap. Button it!” A small growl comes from the other line, and Ash 
scoffs, not caring about Lori’s threat. 


“PII bring pizza from In Thin Crust We Trust. Send me a pin.” And I do 
because I really want to eat pizza, and that’s one of the best places in 


Chicago to buy it from. 
“How about the guy in the bathroom?” Dare asks. 


“He crawled out of it. Cockroaches always do, that’s why the big boss was 
here. Okay, ta-ta.” Lori hangs up. 


“What the fuck is wrong with his...accent?” Ash makes a disgusted face. It 
is weird how Lori mixes British slang with US pronunciation. But I’m used 
to his quirkiness now. 


“What the fuck is wrong with his brain! Did he really drug a guy and then 
just invite himself here?” Ren sounds incredulous. 


I shrug. There are no boundaries in my family nor any fucks to give. 


I send a text to Papa Bear, telling him I’m at his place and that pizza will 
arrive soon. 


Thirty minutes later, George finally lets me go, and I have finished 
installing the new security alarm. Dare helped, showing me how competent 
he is. 


“Someone has entered the premises,” Serena’s voice comes from the front 
door’s intercom. 


“Who’s the sexy voice?” A naughty smile grows on Ren’s face. 
“Security system,” I simply reply. 


Lori’s beat-up car appears on the intercom screen, and I jog to the front 
door and open it. The car swerves to the right, almost hitting a tree, before 
Lori yanks the wheel in the other direction. He stops with a harsh braking, 
making the car hiccup backward. Then a smiling Gremlin gets out wearing 
a pair of purple skinny jeans, high Mary Janes, and a pirate-looking white 
shirt, all frills in the front. 


He whistles as he takes in a panoramic view of the place and tells me, 
“Congrats, mate!” 


“On?” I walk to his car. 


“Let me put it this way: you came, you fucked, you conquered.” 


“I didn’t conquer anything. It’s more like Hunter conquered my ass.” It 
clenches at the thought of my grizzly. 


Lori makes a filthy sound as he opens the car’s back door and bends to grab 
the pizza boxes. 


“Hello!” Ash’s leering eyes fall on Lori’s round ass. Lori straightens and 
pouts his lips while taking a look at Ash, from his dirty blond, wavy hair to 
the pink crocs on his feet. 


“Oh, a few years older, and I would’ve eaten you for breakfast and spit you 
out for dinner.” 


“That’s Ash, the rude triplet.” 


“Triplet? There’s three of him? Fuck, Pll give you guys five years, then we 
can give life to one of my shagging fantasies.” 


I groan. He isn’t the best role model. But am I? None of the people in my 
family are really. 


“Not a chance in hell.” Ash shakes his head at Lori. I understand. I’d be 
grossed out at being part of an orgy with my bros as well. 


“Bummer. Is that a snake?” Lori grabs my forearm, his eyes on George 
slithering his way out of the house and disappearing into a bush. “I didn’t 
think your black mamba was a real snake. I’m gobsmacked.” He turns a 
shocked expression my way. 


“Fuck off, Gremlin.” 


We enter the house and sit at the dining table. Lori introduces himself to 
Ren, Dare, and his squirrel in his bubbly, inappropriate way. The wicked 
trio doesn’t seem to care as they start demolishing two of the three giant 
pizzas. 


“What are you waiting for, a written invitation from the king?” Lori taunts 
me. 


“Hunter is not here yet,” I explain. I should wait, even though the scent of 
pizza is making me salivate. 


Lori takes a slice and starts moving it in front of my face. It touches my 
lips, and damn, I can’t resist. 


“So easy!” Gremlin scoffs, dropping the slice in my hand. I have to use both 
to stop all the toppings from sliding down. It feels warm and floppy, white 
flour sticks to my fingers. 


And the taste—heaven! Whoever invented this dish should become a god 
and be accepted on Olympus. Even Maple snoring and drooling on my 
sneaker doesn’t bother me right now. Nothing can. 


Almost nothing. 


“Offspring three, would you be interested...” Lori starts to ask Dare, but I 
stop him. 


“Don’t you dare.” I glare at him. 


“...in coming to clubs as my wingman, since you’re almost married.” Lori 
directs the last part at me, sounding ridiculously affronted. 


“You proposed an orgy five minutes ago... Did you say...married?” I look 
at him with confusion. 


“You’ve been shagging the daddy bear exclusively, right?” 
Daddy—fuck no! “Papa Bear,” I correct him. 


“There’s only one papa.” Lori points at himself and then turns to Ren. “And 
he wants to know, what’s with the glasses, offspring two?” 


Give it to Lori to bluntly ask about a sensitive topic. 


Ash and Dare visibly tense, but Ren calmly takes a sip from his glass and 
then smirks at Lori. “A cute thing like you doesn’t want to see what’s 
behind these spectacles. Trust me,” he says with an unpleasant smile 
twisting his lips. “Dig your pink lipstick, by the way.” 


Lori stares at him for a moment, probably checking himself out in the 
mirrored glasses. “It’s peach, but cheers. And you shouldn’t judge people 
solely on their appearances.” 


The air feels heavy until Ash’s burp breaks the tension around us. I attack 
another slice while Ren and Lori reveal their aversion to Ash. I’m too lost in 
pizza paradise to care. Stringy, warm, sweet cheese, crunchy, not doughy or 
too thick crust, spicy, rich sausage and sour, smooth tomato sauce... 
perfection. 


“You sound like a porn star. Hump that pizza and get it over with.” Lori 
makes kissing noises. 


“Tt’s so good,” I say around a bite of indescribable deliciousness. 


“Talk mozzarella dirty to me,” he deadpans. Then he leans toward the mic 
in my bracelet. “Serena, Daddy wants to order this pizza every Thursday.” 


She replies with a confirmation in my ear. 
“Are you talking to the intercom chick?” Ren frowns at us. 


“Man, it was too good to be fucking true, he had to have some screw 
loose!” Ash raises his arms toward the sky. 


“Its my AI assistant.” Fuck, I didn’t want to spring her on them this early. 
Dare freezes. “Your AI? As in you bought her or made her?” 

“Made her.” 

“A robot?” Ash asks, confused. 


“AI isn’t just a robot, but an entire discipline. The goal of AI science is to 
build a computer system that is capable of modeling human behavior, so 
that it can use human-like thinking processes to solve complex problems. 
AI systems work by combining large sets of data with intelligent, iterative 
processing algorithms to learn from patterns and features in the data that 
they analyze. Does it test and measure its own performance and develop 
additional expertise?” 


“That’s the longest Dare has ever talked...in his life,” Ren whispers. 
“Serena,” I encourage her to reply. 


“Yes, I do, Dare. I never need a break, I can run through millions of tasks 
quickly, learning a great deal in very little time. I’m extremely capable.” 


“What have you been trained to accomplish? What’s your objective, 
Serena?” Dare asks, almost looking excited. 


“Gathering information,” she quickly replies. 

“Thank you, Serena,” I cut her off before she reveals too much. 
“Can I get one too?” Ash asks. 

“Tf you can build one,” I retort. 

“Build how? With burps and insults?” Lori taunts him. 

“Fuck you!” Lori throws a piece of crust at him. “Hey!” Ash yells. 
“Negative reinforcement. Learn from it, offspring one!” 


“Information. Is that why Hunter is working with you?” Dare is studying 
me. He must have learned that intense soul-searching stare from Grizzly. 


“One of the reasons.” I bend over the table to grab a can of coke. Pm 
parched. 


“Nice satin!” Lori smacks my ass. Not too hard, just a friendly slap. But the 
contact feels wrong. How can that be, when Hunter’s touch is so damn 
right? 


I start drinking, and damn, coke is not bad! The shower of tickling bubbles 
on my tongue and in my throat all the way down feels nice, and the sweet, 
slightly bitter flavor adds a perfect kick to it. 


“Stop! You’re turning me on, and I can’t bend you over my knees and give 
you a spanking in front of the children,” Lori jokes, waving his hand in the 
wicked trio’s general direction. 


“We’re eighteen,” Ash stresses. 


“Who the fuck is this?” Hunter’s deep, inhuman growl makes all the hair on 
my body stand. 


Lori turns in his chair, not in the least scared by my bear’s furious vibes. 
“Wow, Magnum P.I., do you crush tractors in your spare time? Climb 
skyscrapers? Swing on lianas with your monkey friend?” 


“Tarzan? Really, Gremlin?” Seems like Ren has adopted the nickname. 


“The black mamba is impressive.” Lori is openly staring at Hunter’s 
dickprint. But Grizzly’s eyes are two dark, blazing flames directed at me. 


“Yep, they’re going at it all right. I could get pregnant just from inhaling the 
air around them.” Ren snorts at Lori’s joke. 


With two powerful strides Hunter is in front of me. “Who is this?” he asks 
me while twisting his fingers into my hair and gripping it tight. 


“Hello, I’m Lori, your boyfriend’s temporary bestie.” 


Hunter completely ignores him, his heated gaze demanding all my attention 
as he slowly and forcefully tugs on my hair until I’m standing. 


“Boyfriend?” Ren echoes my thought. 


“Just to clarify something to my boyfriend.” Grizzly’s voice is more 
gravelly than usual. It’s his sex voice, and the fact that I recognize it makes 
me feel hot all over—on top of hearing him saying the word boyfriend 
directed at me. 


Instead of clarifying with words, he chooses actions and slams his big lips 
onto mine. The kiss is brutal, almost punishing in its ruthlessness, our 
tongues unrelenting, our teeth clacking as the passion rises. 


“Ts it getting hot in here? Or is it the unexpected erotic scene that’s firing 
my groin?” Lori’s rhetorical questions make Hunter’s mouth pull back. He 
turns to send a scathing look Lori’s way. 


“Magnum P.I., you’re no fun. But I got it.” Lori puckers his lips then stands 
up. “Come on, offsprings one to three, if I’m going to volunteer at the pet 
palace, I need to see the situation there.” 


I hear grunting and groaning and chair scraping. Ren calls Maple before I 
see from the corner of my eye, everybody filing out the house. 


As soon as I hear the click of the door, Hunter turns a feral smile on me that 
makes me swallow hard. 


“Your boyfriend?” My voice comes out breathy and slightly hopeful. What 
the fuck? Do I really want to be Hunter’s boyfriend? Yes, if it means having 
all his blazing, hungry attention on me. 


Instead of answering he forces me back until I’m pressed up against the 
cold wall. His arms are bracing me, caging me in. He looks down at me 
with such hot intensity, I feel like I’m melting all the way inside. 


His next kiss is merciless in the best fucking way. Commanding. He’s 
owning me with his mouth, taking possession of every piece of me, even 
the broken ones. 


My cock aches and throbs as I grind it against the hard ridge of his through 
the layers of our clothes, the friction sends brief ripples of delight through 
me. 


“Like flirting with others? Letting them think they can have my pussy?” He 
pulls down the neck of my shirt and sucks the skin of my shoulder into his 
mouth hard enough to make me cry, certainly leaving a bruise. 


I shove a hand in the back of his jeans, cupping his muscular ass. “Fuck, 
you’re jealous.” My lips are curled up as I take his earlobe between my 
teeth and pull hard, making him snarl. 


He flashes his teeth at me. “Like you were of the triplets?” 
I feel my cheeks getting warm at his words. He’s never going to let that go. 


He roughly rips my shirt over my head and does the same to his. I have only 
a second to admire all that dark skin and the mountainous curves of his 
torso before he proceeds to make hot blood rush through my veins as he 
sucks from my neck to my pec, leaving marks on the way. 


“Want others to know I’m getting enough dick already?” I taunt, attempting 
to keep my tone light, when in reality, the thought of being fucked by 
Hunter everyday makes wings flutter in my belly. 


He bites, licks, and tortures my nipple, and I hiss. His hands squeeze hard 
and mold every part of my body, but my weeping jeans-covered erection. 


He suddenly spins me and grabs my neck, pushing my chin high while 
yanking my pants down. 


“PII rail this hole until it takes my cock’s shape. I'll give it so much dick, 
nothing else will satisfy you again!” His growly, angry voice gets absorbed 
by my whole body, reaching deep inside of me, turning me lightheaded and 
wanting. 


I hear the zip of his pants go down, and then his big hand brushes the edge 
of my satin pink panties. The sexiest grunt in history escapes his lips as he 
pulls on the fabric and lets it go with a snapping sound. “I’m so fucking 
hard for you.” Fuck, me too. 


I feel him stroking his long cock against my ass, like a wild bear marking 
its territory. His belly brushes against my back, the hair tickling my skin. 


My mouth opens on a heavy pant, and I move my hand back and grab his 
hard, bare cock. I slide the heel of my palm over it as I lick along his 
bearded jawline. He runs his hand into my hair and yanks sharply, pushing 
my lips to his neck. His hips are thrusting and grinding against my hand. 


Sinking my teeth into the tender skin, I suck harder and harder until a fuck 
yes slips from Hunter’s lips. His hips rock more urgently, and his cock slips 
from my hand. 


He’s caged me again, pressing all those heated, smooth, hard muscles 
against me. His erection slides along my satin-covered ass cheeks, leaving a 
trail of wet, hot pre-cum on them as he snarls in my ear, “You feel this?” He 
thrusts his cock harder against the sensitive, puckered entrance. “You’|I ride 
this fat cock fast and loud after I eat your pussy.” 


My brain goes out of order, and I moan a very enthusiastic yes. 


“Hands above your head, brace them on the wall. Arch for me, open those 
sexy legs and show me that greedy cunt.” I do as he orders, and he pushes 
my panties aside and spreads my ass cheeks, smacking my hole hard. I 
jump, mostly out of surprise. The pain soon turns into hot, melting pleasure, 
and I feel my legs trembling under me. My head hits the wall with a groan 
as Hunter’s wet, long tongue slides between my cheeks and slowly licks 
from base to top. He pushes his face between them and growls, sending 


delicious vibrations inside me. Then he spits on it, pushing a dirty moan 
past lips. 


“I will snack on this pussy and then breed it like a mindless junkyard dog in 
heat.” He rumbles each hot word against my hole. 


And the torture starts. His tongue, lips, and teeth are relentless, licking, 
sucking, nipping. Turning me into a horny, gooey mess. When I feel the wet 
tip breaching my hole, I scream and start moving my hips, fucking myself 
on it. He keeps my ass cheeks wide open, painfully holding them, and lets 
me mindlessly ride his tongue. 


I can’t think, can’t talk, can’t breathe. Just feel. Trying like crazy to reach 
the ecstasy I crave. 


But suddenly, Hunter pulls back and spanks my ass hard before standing up. 
I let out a desperate cry, letting my body slump against the wall. 


“Don’t. Move.” The order is firm and final, and turns my lust-filled brain on 
again. 


My back turns cold the moment he leaves the room, I hope to get lube. The 
temptation to turn and see where he went is strong. Also to defy his demand 
and fuck with him. But I’ve had enough torture for today. All I want now is 
to come on his cock. 


My hips start humping empty air; my slick hole clenches and unclenches, 
needing to be filled. 


“Miss me?” His amused drawl envelops me before he spanks both my ass 
cheeks. Then he grabs the fabric of my panties and tears them right off me. 
If he keeps destroying them, Pll need to buy them in bulk. 


His hands grab my globes, pulling them apart, stretching my hole. Cool air 
caresses me. 


I hear the uncapping of a bottle, and then a trickle of cold lube falls on the 
crack of my ass. I’m burning with the need to have him inside me again. 
The slick head of his cock brushes against my hole next and thrusts in 
without enough prep. 


Shit. I’m pulled onto my toes as I hiss at the burning sensation. The stretch 
is fucking intense, and I slap a hand against the wall. 


“You can fucking take it,” he remorselessly states. His unforgiving hands 
dig into my cheeks and yank my ass back toward his cock, impaling me on 
it with one hard drive of his hips. 


I cry out, pain and delicious fullness spread inside me. Hunter’s hand wraps 
around my neck, and he turns my head to stick his domineering tongue 
inside my mouth. His hips grind against my ass, pushing his dick deeper, 
opening my sore hole wider. So big. I’m filled to maximum capacity. 


I’m losing myself in all the feelings again. “You have that fuck-me look in 
your eyes, Red. It always wakes my filthy, depraved side.” He growls, 
gripping my shoulder to get better leverage as he starts rutting into me. 


I sob as he doesn’t slow down, just fucks into me as deep as he can. So 
damn deep, burying his cock further than I could ever imagine. I’m leaking 
profusely with every hard thrust. 


I’m pinned to the wall by his dick and stronger body, and I fucking love it. 
My hips buck as I start rubbing my erection against the wall and pushing 
my ass against his groin. 


“Feel when I yank my cock out.” His breath tickles against the shell of my 
ear as he does it. “And then shove it right back in.” He rams inside, hitting 
my prostate and making me scream with ecstasy. “All the way inside my 
bitch. Again, and again, and again. I could fuck this pussy for hours, feed it 
until there’s no more space for my cum.” 


My eyes roll to the back of my head, and I moan and shoot my cum all over 
the wall. I’m still coming when he spins me around, hauls me up and locks 
his arms around my back. I find my knees bent over the flexing muscles of 
his arms, and my back and hands pushed against the wall. 


Then he starts thrusting up into me. My head is spinning as Hunter fucks up 
into me, his rhythm hard and fast. Beads of sweat cover his forehead and 
body. His lips curled over his teeth as he ruthlessly loosens my stretched 
hole. 


He’s so fucking strong holding me like this, bouncing me on his dick while 
I’m bent in half against a wall. All his muscles are working, flexing, and 
bulging; it’s so erotic, my bouncing, soft cock turns half-hard again. 


Even in this vulnerable position, I don’t feel uneasiness, only indescribable 
lust and something else, something I’m not ready to investigate right now. 


“My hole,” he grunts, staring down at our connection, his body vibrating. 


I’m fucking buzzing; my body moves up the wall with every pump of his 
hips, my back scratching on the wood. But I don’t care; more pre-cum 
pulses from my slit. I grab my dick and start jerking. 


“Look at me,” he orders, his dark, deep gaze holding mine as I speed up my 
strokes, matching the thrust of his hips. My hole suddenly spasms, making 
him moan, the tendons in his neck tight. 


“Milk every drop of cum from my goddamn balls. Now!” 


My walls squeeze around him as my back bows upward, and I feel my cum 
splutter between our bodies. It fucking hurts to come again this close to the 
first time. 


“Yes! Fuck. That’s it. Fucking suck my balls dry!” His cock throbs inside 
me, and hot jizz fills my ass. 


He continues to piston-fuck me through our orgasms until I tell him it’s too 
much. 


“T told you, Red. I need to fill this pussy full. So. Take. My. Dick. All of it. 
Fucking feel me,” he says breathlessly, moving us toward the table. 


Is he trying to kill me? 
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“You feel so damn amazing. My dick will keep you stuffed all damn night, 
would you like that?” I tell him, lost in the heat of his tight hole. 


He shamelessly moans and then whimpers. Fucking love that uncontrolled 
sound. 


He’s bent over the table, his ass in the air with my cock pumping inside of 
him. I just came, but I’m still fucking hard, my balls ready to be drained by 
his gaping hole again. My hole. I stop to pour more lube on us and then 
resume fucking him again. 


“Love to be impaled on a dick, don’t you?” I grab his wrist and pull on it to 
get my cock even deeper. I let a wicked, satisfied smile form as I watch his 
submissive behavior. 


“Only yours,” he slurs, completely drunk on lust and me. I still have his 
dark taste on my tongue. Seeing him turn into a mindless sex addict was 
such a turn-on, I should rim him more often. 


I’m pumping more forcefully now, can’t resist how fucking drenched he is 
inside. “Love to feel my cum inside you while I fuck you. Pll feed it to your 
hungry tongue as soon as I shoot another load.” 


“Yes. Oh fuck, what are you doing to me?” He hits his head on the table, 
sounding defeated. 


The same thing you’re doing to me. 
I stop my hips and pat the side of his thigh. 


“Show me how good it feels to be my bitch. Fuck my cock, bounce that 
juicy ass.” I slap one cheek, groaning as I see it jiggle every time he hits the 
base of my dick. He’s fucking me so good, with quick, strong drives. I pull 
a cheek apart to enjoy the sight of my dark cock disappearing inside his 
pink hole. All that pale skin under mine. Damn it, why is it so damn erotic? 


“Spank it. I know you want to,” he practically dares me. 


I fucking do, grunting every time a moan escapes his lips as my hand falls 
hard on his reddening skin. His hips up their tempo, his wet pussy sucking 
my dick over and over again. 


I keep watching my cock going in and out, disappearing and then coming 
out all slick and shiny. 


“I want to come like this. Work my dick, Red.” 


He rides me frantically until his whole body rocks and writhes under me as 
his third orgasm takes over. His ass strangles my length. 


He cries out my name over and over again until it sounds hoarse and raspy. 


“Shit. Feel my cum inside,” I hiss before I thrust all the way in to the hilt 
and stiffen as I climax with a roar. So. Fucking. Good. My cock pulses 
inside him, making him clench even harder around me. He lets out a 
strangled cry as I keep stuffing him. The last spurt is so strong, it turns 
fucking painful, but the pleasure is so damn explosive I almost blackout. 


I pump my dick a few more times and then collapse on top of him. His fresh 
scent wraps around me. His back feels warm and wet under me, and I place 
light kisses on his nape as I try to slow my breaths. 


“Are you alright, Red?” 
He hums and trembles under me. “I’m so fucking full.” 


I move my cock around just to make him feel how much I can fill him, and 
he groans. 


“T lose my mind every fucking time I’m inside you,” I confess, still riding 
my afterglow. 


He snorts. “No shit.” His happy laugh pushes a light one out of my chest as 
well. He turns his head toward me. His eyes full of shine. “You were 
perfect. It was amazing. The best sex of my life.” 


“Fuck, Ramiel.” I see the blush creeping up his cheek, and I place a soft 
kiss on his lips. I love this just as much as I do the rough sex. 


I rub my face against his skin like I want to scent-mark it. Him. Fuck the 
consequences. 


He’s my boyfriend, right? My new drug of choice. I’m trying to cut 
smoking. Need to be addicted to something else, Ramiel could be it. 


After ve managed to calm myself down a little, I pull up and slowly slide 
out of him, loving the way he whines. 


His hole is stretched and gaping, red from the pounding. A thick trickle of 
cum is leaking out, slowly rolling down his balls. 


The sight sends a fresh rush of blood straight to my soft dick. A possessive 
feeling envelops me. 


My voice is a low rasp when I say, “Look at my cum pouring out of your 
loose cock-taker.” 


I slide a finger inside his abused hole, pushing some jizz back inside and 
watching as it disappears in his ass. He sighs contently as I gather more and 
stuff it in. 


“Will it sound weird if I say I want to live the rest of my life filled with 
your cum?” he asks between long breaths. I can feel the grin on my lips as I 
remove my finger and pull him up until he faces me. 


“Tt sounds very doable to me, boyfriend.” His triple-dimple smile comes 
out. I pat his lower lip and let him suck my cum-covered fingers. When they 
are Clean, I taste myself on his tongue, releasing a guttural sound. 


It feels so damn good. When we are this close, everything is... I’m happy. 
Really happy. For the first time in eight years. 


I continue to plunder his mouth. His tongue slides hot against mine until my 
stomach starts to rumble, and he moves back. 


“You really are a bearfriend,” he teases me, pulling on the hair on my pec. 
“PIL warm a few slices of pizza. Beer?” He strokes my round belly with a 
contented smile. 


Eye of the beholder, I guess. 


I slap his ass and nod. After cleaning the table of Ramiel’s cum, I pull my 
jeans back up, pocket his torn panties—it’s an instinctive move—and start 
eating the pizza at the table. 


“What’s that?” I ask him when he comes back from my bedroom wearing 
my sweats again and holding a white box. His chest is covered in hickeys 
and cum, his hair a disaster. 


He looks like a wet fucking dream. My dream. 


“Your new phone.” He pushes a shiny cell into my hand. “Serena already 
transferred all the contacts, pictures, and apps you had on your old one.” 
When I keep staring at him, he adds, “Yours had a cracked screen and was 
so fucking old. Just take it.” 


I push the food hard down my narrowing throat. It’s a small gesture, but it 
elicits many different feelings. Gratefulness, longing, affection, fear, 
inadequacy. Nobody has done anything for me in a long time. Because I 
don’t let them. I’m too scared to get too close, to trust again. But I want to 
with Ramiel, even though he is keeping things from me. 


“I also updated your home security system.” He did what? “Which reminds 
me, Serena, why didn’t you announce Hunter entering the property?” 


“Dare changed the people notification function,” Serena’s voice comes 
from somewhere in the house. 


“Smart little shit! For whom?” Ramiel shakes his head, but he has a small, 
satisfied smile on his face. 


“Dare, Ren, and Ash Wright, Ramiel Masters, and Hunter Penn.” 


“Awww, he included me.” I have no idea what he’s talking about, but he 
looks happy, so it’s fine. “Would you mind if I ask Dare to come work for 
me?” 


“Creating video games?” 
“Tf he’s interested. Also, I may help Ren find a job at a vet clinic.” 
“They talked to you?” It sounds more like a question coming from my lips. 


“Yes.” He frowns. “They called me, I didn’t invite myself again. They 
needed help with a game, and we chatted.” 


My eyebrows kick up at the news. “The triplets talked to you.” 


“Why do you look so surprised? It took some time, and me beating them at 
every game we played, but of course we talked. We aren’t friends or 
anything. But they are okay, I guess.” He shrugs like it is not a big deal. But 
if he knew the horror those kids endured in their past and how long it took 
me to make them see me as not another enemy, he would understand my 
shock. 


“You don’t need an invite to come here. Ever.” I stare straight into his 
luminous eyes. So pretty. When I grab his hand, his pinky starts stroking my 
palm the way it always does. “You’re special, Ramiel Masters.” 


An impish smile turns up the corners of his lips. “Special in a good or freak 
kind of way?” 


I push my lips gently against his. His hand bumps against the bracelet on 
my wrist, and he brushes a finger over the black beads, his gaze lifting to 
mine. 


“Best friends,” he reads the letters on the beads. “Would you tell special 
Rami about this?” His tone is light, but his eyes are guarded, like he expects 
me to refuse him. 


Only a few days have passed since he slipped into my life, and he’s already 
tucked himself into it. All his challenges, his confessions, his bratty and 
flirty acts, his nosiness, his warmth, his smirks and teasing, and that sexy- 
as-fuck body have pushed me toward him, kept me close, tied me to him. 


There’s no chance of escape. There never was. And if there was, would I 
take it? 


“Loretta Mary Jefferson. This was hers.” I lift my hand to show him the 
bracelet as he lets go. 


“Why is that name familiar?” His eyes dart left and right like he’s searching 
his memory. 


“Her father used to attend St. Joseph’s Mass every Sunday, and Loretta 
went with him.” 


“She was on the list of churchgoers the police made.” Ramiel snaps his 
fingers. “Sorry, keep going.” 


“She’s the reason why...” I pause, looking at my balled hand clenching and 
unclenching, “I opened my fucking eyes.” 


“You never had any suspicions of your cousin?” 


“No. We were never close. He was much older. Went to a different school. 
Had different friends. And Cal found his...calling very early in life.” I grit 
my teeth and then hiss with anger, “Still, I would’ve never thought he could 
be such a monster.” 


“How did you find out?” The memories are trying to pull me in, but 
Ramiel’s calm and steady voice is keeping me grounded. 


A bitter laugh leaves my lips. “I went to St. Joseph’s that evening to thank 
Cal for giving me the cross pendant. The one you found in my damn 
drawer.” I push my spine against the back of the chair. “I was never a 
believer. Being a cop meant seeing people make bad decisions every day. 
And the idea that a confession could clean their sins away and send them 
straight to Heaven sounded preposterous to me. But I started to go to Cal’s 
church. My mother died a year before, and with Opal and Jasper, Cal was 
the only family I had left. The virtues and principles he preached about 
started to make sense, to comfort me in a world full of wrongdoing.” 


“What happened that evening?” Ramiel asks me, and I realize I’ve once 
again been lost in my recollections. 


“The main door was locked, so I entered through the side door of the 
church, passed the vestry, and then stopped when I heard Loretta’s voice.” 


“She was there?” He looks confused, then his eyes widen. “The piece of 
denim fabric the police found on the floor. It was hers.” 


“Yes. I didn’t tell the detectives about her because...” 
“You wanted to protect her.” 


I nod. “I’d seen her before at the church, in passing with her dad. She never 
looked happy to be there. I remembered thinking, what teen would? But she 
had a very good reason.” I’m trying to stay calm, but I’m very close to 
unraveling. 


Ramiel’s arm pauses, like he wants to reach across the table and take my 
hand, but he’s unsure. Then his warm hand envelops mine, and it feels like 
the most natural thing. His strong grip and comforting strokes give me 
enough strength to go on. 


“She was screaming at my cousin, telling him she was going to go to the 
police and tell them...what he’d been doing to her. And he...laughed so... 
malignantly. He was another person. An ignoble one. He told her nobody 
would believe a problematic teen over a beloved priest. He told her his 
cousin was...that I was a cop, and that...1 would always side with him. And 
then he ordered her to...kneel and suck her sins away.” I feel my stomach 
clench and the pizza trying to come back up. Squeezing my eyes, I take a 
deep breath as Ramiel lets go of my hand. 


A moment later, I feel his heavy weight on my lap and his big body around 
me, surrounding me with warmth and understanding. His fresh scent almost 
cleanses me as it spreads inside me. He’s kissing along my face, making 
soothing sounds. 


I wrap my arms around him and press him tightly against me. I want to 
absorb all the solace he’s pouring over me, fill my body with it. 


“It’s gone. Done with. In the past. Let it go, Hunter Bear. Let it go.” But I 
can’t. The letter reminded me that it’s not done yet. 


“What is it?” Ramiel moves his head back to look me in the eyes. “You 
tensed again.” 


Should I tell him? I lift my hand and push a rebel red lock off his forehead. 
His gaze is candid and filled with affection and worry. I open my mouth to 
confess everything when he grabs my wrist. 


“This bracelet... I’ve seen it before. It’s like one of those bracelets you buy 
or make to exchange with friends.” 


“Someone gave it to Loretta, then.” 


“And she gave one to...him! Fuck!” He grabs my face and gives me a hard, 
quick, tongueless kiss. “Serena, find links between Malcom Bindy and 
Loretta Jefferson.” He taps on his bracelet. 


“On it,” the AI replies. 


“You think they were friends?” My mind is working hard to capture every 
angle. 


“Best friends.” 


A few minutes later Serena starts talking, “Loretta Jefferson and Michael 
Bindy attended the same elementary school, middle school, and high school 
until they both dropped out at age sixteen. I transferred to your phone 
pictures of them together from school albums and social media.” 


Ramiel grabs the phone from the table and holds it so I’m able to see the 
screen as well. In the first picture, two small kids are playing in a park. One 
is definitely Loretta with her blond hair and sweet brown eyes, the other 
one could be Malcom. In the second, they are older, sitting next to each 
other on a sofa. She’s reading a book, and Malcom is writing something in a 
notebook, his head on her lap. Loretta is wearing the best friends bracelet. 


“Look!” Ramiel zooms in on Malcom’s wrist where a bracelet almost 
identical to the one I have is. 


I stroke a hand over my face. “So, it’s true. This is all connected to my past. 
But how?” 


He moves away from my lap and starts pacing the room. “How did you get 
the bracelet?” 


“Loretta took her life a year after I was convicted. And a few days later, I 
received a small package, and inside it was this bracelet and a piece of torn 
paper that said, ‘I’m sorry.’” I always thought that the pain had been too 
much for her. It turned her into a different person until she decided to end it. 


“She must have sent it to you before committing suicide. Some victims of 
abuse, especially young ones, take responsibility for what they suffer. They 
partly blame themselves, especially if the abuser convinces them of their 
bad behavior. Your cousin was a Catholic priest, and he must have used his 
position and the whole original sin and moral culpability thing to instigate 
kids to do his perverted, despicable bidding.” 


Ramiel seems to know a lot about victims of abuse. My eyes fall on his 
burned hand. He said that he did it to himself, just like his own mind turned 
him numb to protect him. But from what? What happened to him? 


“We need to find Malcom and try to understand what’s going on. Why was 
he on a hit list? And...wait. He recognized you.” Ramiel suddenly stops and 
looks at me. 


“What?” I ask him. 


“When we found him, he was scared of you because he recognized you. He 
was Loretta’s best friend. She must have told him about you. Or he saw you 
before.” He lifts his phone and starts tapping. “Malcom was an average 
student. Never attended St. Joseph’s. He lived in a trailer park until he went 
missing at sixteen. A week after you were arrested.” 


“Loretta turned to drugs and prostitution around the same time. I asked my 
cousin, Opal, to keep an eye on her while I was in. She let me know when 
Loretta took her life,” I tell him. Did I do everything wrong? If I had done 
things differently, could I have saved her? 


“So maybe Malcom tried to help her and was sucked into that life, or vice 
versa. And now people are trying to kill him and you. Fuck! I’ve been so 
obsessed with you, I—” 


I interrupt him, my brain needing a break from all this shocking new 
information. “You’re obsessed?” 


His cheeks turn from pale to crimson red. I fucking love it. Love how his 
white skin changes color so easily, especially under my hands and mouth. 
“Ts it because I make you feel?” 


He must hear the uncertainty in my voice because his tone turns sweet. “My 
obsession started before that. One look at your bear-self, and I was 
hooked.” 


“Tt’s mutual, Red. That hot mouth of yours was my undoing, and I’m not 
only talking about your deep-throating skills.” 


Mischievousness enters his eyes, and his lips tip into a crooked smirk. “My 
boyfriend's chocolaty cock is so delicious.” He licks his lips. 


“Pll give you all the sweetness you want. Want to hear you calling me your 
boyfriend next time I fuck you.” I let my dark order fire the air between us, 
and he straddles me once again. “Love to put this look on you. Fucking hate 
when the twink did it as well.” I start bouncing his ass on my growing dick. 


He groans. “I was thinking about you, pretending his hands were yours. 
Don’t like when other people touch me.” 


I growl, the possessive feeling inside me growing. My phone beeps with an 
incoming text, and Ramiel freezes on my lap. His blissful expression drops. 


“We need to concentrate on the case, Hunter Bear. Pll give your big cock a 
ride it'll never forget when this is all behind us.” He kisses me and once 
again leaves my lap—and my throbbing dick. 


He can inflame me with a few words and a dirty look. I’m the one obsessed. 


I turn to my phone, and see it’s Hector. “I reached out to an ex-con who 
served time with me. He deals in illegal guns.” 


“The ones we saw at Malcom’s had the serial numbers scratched off,” he 
reminds me with a frown as he takes off my sweats and pulls on his shirt 
and jeans again—with no panties. He didn’t take a shower, and the idea that 
he likes my cum inside him fills my balls with more. 


“You took a video. Take a shot of the guns, and send it to me. Pll forward it 
to Hector. If they were local, he knows about them, and maybe they can 
lead us to Malcom.” 


He does it. “You’ve never been hotter, Grizzly,’ he moans. “Talk P.I. to 
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me. 
I leave my chair and stamp a kiss on his forehead. “You’re ridiculous, Red.” 
“And extra special, don’t forget the special part!” 

I get another text. “Hector sent me an address. Let’s go check it out.” 


“Serena, get the address from Hunter’s phone and start the usual full 
inspection.” 


“Starting now. And ready to give you directions.” 
“Her voice, where did you get it?” I ask him as we get ready. 


A small closed-mouth smile touches his lips, and when he starts talking, his 
voice has a hint of melancholy in it. “When I was around thirteen, I used to 
sneak out and go to this old empty diner with red booths, dim lights, and a 
jukebox filled with too many songs. My foster family was—is to this day— 
a lot, and I felt at times...unprepared and in need of some quiet. There was 
this waitress there. She was in her thirties and had this light, calm voice. 
She was always nice to me, to all of the very few customers. I wasn’t 
surprised when, a year later, she told me the diner was going to close down. 
I heard her saying she wanted to move to L.A. but didn’t have enough 
money, so I proposed that she give me her voice. And for the next six 
months, she recorded it for me.” 


I can relate with his need of peace and quiet. Raising three teens is hard and 
noisy as fuck. But I can’t imagine my life without their daily chaos 
anymore. 


“Why did you name the AI Serena?” 


“My brothers think that her name is an acronym, like Sentient Entity 
Remarkably Exploring Novel Approaches, or Spectacularly Entertaining 
Robot Employing Neurological Algorithms. Or—” 


“T got it, Red, you’re fucking smart. What’s the truth then?” 
He smirks. “It simply means serene.” 


“Because that was what you got from that diner. Serenity.” Hearing her 
voice gives him back that feeling. 


“Yeah.” The triple-dimple smile is making him damn alluring and in need 
of a spanking. Followed by the promised ride on my dick. 


“You get me,” he murmurs with wonder in his tone. Yes, I do, just as you 
get me. 


I wear my holster and grab my CZ75B. I eject the clip, check it, and pop it 
back in smoothly. I cock the barrel before putting on the safety and 
snapping the gun into the holster. I can feel Ramiel’s attentive gaze on me, 
following every movement as he slides his long knife on his back. 


“You just got even hotter, Hunter Bear. Hard-on-inducing hotter.” He 
pushes his palm into his groin and adjusts his jeans around the growing 
bulge. We are even, then. 


“Are the boys going to be okay with that Lori guy?” I ask, grabbing my 
jacket and handing him his leather coat. I know he’s got his brass knuckles 
in the pocket. With the knife should be enough. 


“Definitely not. Serena, send a text to Lori. We are leaving. If something 
happens to the wicked trio, Hunter will withhold his black mamba from me, 
and it’ll be your fault. Prepare for my wrath.” 


I turn an incredulous look his way, to which he replies, “Lack of sex is the 
only way for Lori to understand the gravity of my statement. Still, it’s a bad 
fucking idea to leave them with him.” 


They’re eighteen and used to taking care of themselves. Even though they 
made a few really bad choices in the past, I’m confident they learned from 
them. Hopefully. 


I close the front door and move to my Harley, patting the back of the seat 
after I mount it. “Hop on, Red.” 


“We can go in my car,” he says, pointing at the slick Porsche. 


“Mine is faster through traffic.” I pass him the extra helmet, and he grabs it 
with a grunt. 


“Tt’s going to flatten my hair.” 


I look at his just-fucked, messy locks and snort. “Less whining, more 
hopping.” 


He slides the helmet on with a sigh and climbs behind me. My baby groans 
under our combined weight, she isn’t used to carrying two people. But I 
immediately like Ramiel’s large body behind me. He needs to come closer, 
though. 


I grab his thighs, yanking him toward me with a strong tug. He emits a 
high-pitched squeak worthy of a Victorian lady that sends me into deep 
laughter. 


“You scared me!” He punches my shoulder, but I hear the smile in his 
voice. He scoots forward until I feel his dick pressing against my lower 
back. 


I put my helmet on and start the bike, feeling her quivering under me. 


Ramiel is mumbling something in the Bluetooth helmet as he places his 
hands on my thighs, dangerously close to my groin. 


“What?” I ask, as I slowly drive down toward the gate. 


“We need to fuck on this girl. The vibration is so damn erotic between my 
legs.” 


I lose control of my bike for a second and slightly swerve to the right as his 
words register. “Are you trying to kill us?” I scold him as my dick throbs at 
the image Ramiel inserted in my head. 


“Not before I ride your black mamba on top of your bike!” He giggles and 
grinds against my back, making me groan. 


Fuck! He’s really going to kill us. I tighten my grip on the handlebars and 
focus on the road ahead. 


“Serena is giving me directions. Drive toward Austin on the West Side,” he 
tells me. I really need him to explain to me how communicating with 
Serena works. 


I throttle the gas and let the cool wind and the sound of my bike ease me. 
Usually, everything calms inside me when I ride. Just me, my Harley, and 
speed. But with Ramiel plastered against me, I’m anything but calm. 


His thumbs are stroking my inner thighs absently, his crisp scent 
inexplicably fills my helmet. He’s humming an old pop song, his chest 
pressed against my back. 


I round a corner and then open up my bike as we hit the freeway. One of his 
hands lets go, and he spreads his arm out to feel the wind between his 
fingers. His free, light laugh is infectious, and I find myself smiling. The 
corners of my mouth hurt with how much work they’ve been doing since I 
met Ramiel. 


He lightens my heavy and makes me forget about whatever surrounds me 
for a few precious moments. 


I wish I could see his face, but I can easily imagine his shiny brown eyes 
filled with excitement and the three dimples forming on his cheeks. 


I don’t want the ride to end, so I slow down and lace my fingers with his on 
my leg. 


Thirty minutes later, he tells me to stop on the side of the road on high 
ground. We dismount, and I hide my bike among some wild bushes. I can 
see a red industrial building at the foot of the knoll from a gap between the 
tree branches. 


“The place is owned by Samson Crain, a known arms smuggler. There are 
two guards outside.” I can see only one from our position. “And one person 
inside. It’s Malcom. The security cams caught him entering three hours 
ago,” Ramiel passes on what Serena found out. 


“Tt would be nice to have an assistant like her in my line of work,” I mutter. 


“You would?” he asks, looking a little doubtful. 


“Who wouldn’t?” 


“My brothers don’t always like her.” Does he do whatever this is with his 
brothers? 


“Was the guy in the suit that helped you in the van one of your brothers?” 


“Yes.” He huffs. “That’s Gabe.” He rolls his eyes but then looks toward the 
building again. “Serena can obscure the cams for five minutes as we go in 
and another five minutes when we come out.” 


“That’s more than enough time to incapacitate the guards and have a chat 
with Malcom.” 


“You have a very attractive neck,” he suddenly tells me, and when I tum 
toward him, he gasps and dramatically fans himself. 


“Red, focus!” I force his head back to the building. “Pll take care of one 
guard, you get the other.” 


He nods. “Let’s split. P11 go that way.” He points right. 


When I’m about to go left, he grabs my face and pulls me down. The kiss is 
hard and fast. Then his eyes flash down to the half-chub in my pants. 


“Stop it,” I growl. 


“I can feel it misses me.” He makes a ridiculous face, and I let out an 
exasperated huff. 


Ramiel was sent by the Devil to fucking test me. 


“Be careful, Grizzly.” He flicks my stiffening cock with his index finger 
and smirks before vanishing among the vegetation. 


I pull on my jeans to make more space for my erection. Leave it to Ramiel 
to turn me on in such a delicate moment. 


I start the descent—which is not easy with a damn hard-on. The darkness of 
the evening shields my big body from being spotted by the guards, but I 
need to tread carefully since I can’t see well, and tripping and falling will 
definitely catch their attention. 


I stop when I reach the last tree before the building, hiding behind the trunk. 
I can’t hear Ramiel, only the click of a lighter, and when I peek from the 
side, the small flame shows the guards face for half a second. He has a rifle 
hanging from his shoulder, which could be a problem. I need to distract him 
so I can get him from behind. 


I grab a stone from the ground, but a painful-sounding grunt coming from 
the other side of the building makes the guard spin around, and I take 
advantage of it. While he’s trying to decide whether he should check on it 
or not, I swiftly come behind him, grab his neck, and twist it. I feel the light 
crack of his breaking cervical vertebrae resounding inside my ears, just 
before his body collapses on the ground. 


I feel no remorse in taking his life. Prison taught me that hesitating just 
gives evil time to regroup. I don’t like to kill, but I’m not going to lose sleep 
over it, I already have my own nightmares for that. 


Ramiel appears from around the corner as I’m going through the guard’s 
pockets. I find a pair of keys, which I toss his way, and a pack of cigarettes. 
I light one and take a long drag. 


Menthol, disgusting. I still take another pull before tossing it into the 
darkness. 


Ramiel is trying the keys. The second one unlocks the door way too loudly. 
I unholster my gun and signal him to stay behind me. He rolls his eyes and 
points at the big-ass knife he’s holding. I grit my teeth and gesture him 
more firmly to stay back. He puckers his lips like the brat he is, but lets me 
go first. 


I slowly push the door open and enter the building. My eyes go over the 
long corridor, it’s dimmed, but there’s a light at the end coming from an ajar 
door. 


I walk slowly, keeping my gun up and ears open to detect noises. When I 
reach the door, my foot pushes on it to give me a better look inside. There 
are at least eighty crates—probably carrying weapons—piled up on the 
opposite side of the room. There’s a small window on the left, and a 
foldable plastic chair sits on the right with empty food wrappers on the floor 


and a little upside-down wooden box acting as a small table for a couple of 
cans of cheap beer. 


“Put the gun down and s-slowly come in-side,” I hear a quivering voice 
ordering me, and as I turn my head to the left, I see Malcom between two 
lines of crates pointing a rifle with trembling hands at me. 


I lift my hands shoulder high and slowly take a couple of steps inside, 
hoping he didn’t see Ramiel. 


As soon as my face is revealed to him, Malcom lowers his weapon. “What- 
what are you doing here?” He doesn’t seem afraid of me this time, more 
shocked. 


His eyes fall on Loretta’s bracelet around my wrist, but they jump to mine 
when I tell him, “I have questions.” 


“About the letter? How did you know it was me? How did you find me?” 
He freezes, body stiffening, eyes widening. 


“Walk!” I hear Ramiel’s vicious tone coming from behind Malcom. He 
moves toward me, and I see Ramiel’s knife pressing against the guy’s back. 


“Don’t you ever point a fucking gun at him ever again!” he hisses, pushing 
a cry out of Malcom as he roughly shoves the tip of the knife more firmly 
into the guy’s back. This protective side of his makes my dick twitch with 
pleasure. I’m a big motherfucker with a constant blank mask on my face 
and more scars than I can count, I don’t need protection. But Ramiel having 
my back fills me with so much fucking pleasure. 


“Why did you send me that letter?” I ask him, as Ramiel yanks the rifle 
from Malcom’s hand and has the absurd idea of tossing it at me—or I think 
that’s what he intended to do. It hits the chair on my right instead. 


A shot resounds inside the cold room, and then another one. I duck down, 
realizing it’s coming from outside and not the fallen rifle. Bullets keep 
flying. There’s broken glass on the floor from where they shattered the 
window, and wooden splinters continue falling all around. 


I slide near Ramiel and the safety of the wooden boxes. He had dragged an 
injured Malcom behind the crates and has his palm pressed against the 


guy’s bleeding neck. “Serena, see if you can pinpoint where the bullets are 
coming from.” 


The shower of bullets keeps falling over us. “Fuck!” I push my hand out 
and start shooting toward the window. When the magazine is empty, I grab 
a new one and proceed to continue unleashing my anger on whoever is out 
there. 


“He’s losing too much blood,” Ramiel yells, and when I look down, I see a 
large red spot forming on Malcom’s belly. He was hit twice. 


Ramiel is asking Serena to try calling Michael or Sari. Whoever they are, I 
don’t think they can be of much help at this point. 


The shooting stops, but my ears are still ringing from it. Malcom is trying to 
say something. “Lo-Lo-rr-ettaa—” Blood starts to drip from his mouth. His 
eyes are filled with fear and pain. He knows this is the end. He claws at his 
wrist until he grabs his best friend bracelet and lifts it toward me. 


I take it as he sputters more blood. Then he lowers his hand to the floor 
where a puddle of red is expanding near his side, and with his finger, he 
Starts... writing something. 


“D,” Ramiel reads. “I—” 


Malcom’s eyes suddenly flutter, and he coughs. His hand jerks up, gripping 
mine, the one still holding the bracelet. There’s pleading in his gaze, and 
then I see the exact moment life leaves his body. His arm drops heavily, and 
his head turns to the left as more blood paints his lips. 


“Fucking shit, motherfucker! Damn it!” Rami curses angrily, and then with 
a loud sigh, tells Serena to stop trying to make the calls. 


“Are you okay?” I ask him, sliding my eyes over his body, looking for 
wounds. 


“Yes.” He cleans his bloody hand on his jeans. “You?” I nod, but am I? I 
Slide Malcom’s bloody bracelet next to the other on my wrist and sigh. 
Another young life taken away. 


Malcom wasn’t a saint, but he didn’t deserve to die like this. 


“When I find out who’s behind this, I will personally gut them...with a 
rusty spoon.” His tone is venomous, filled with cold resolve. It gives my 
body a chill. I understand his anger. I feel it too. 


He grabs his phone and takes a picture of the letters Malcolm wrote on the 
floor. 


He grunts, as he stands up, his body still fully hidden behind the crates. 
“Serena, is the shooter still outside?” 


“How come she didn’t warn us?” I ask. “Wasn’t she checking the 
perimeter?” 


“She was, but the damn jungley forest covered their arrival. Stay here.” 
“What?” 


“Hunter, I need you to stay here,” he tells me, using that firm tone I’ve 
heard from him only once before, in the alley near Smith’s when he told me 
he was going to take August Baker. And just like that time, I feel the urge to 
obey him. Fucking weird. But I trust my gut instincts, so I nod and stay put. 


Ten minutes pass and then five more. I’m about to say fuck it and go look 
for him when Ramiel’s voice reaches me from the back door. “Hunter? 
Don’t touch anything, let’s not leave prints.” 


“Everything okay?” I ask him when his figure enters my sight. He looks 
fine. His jeans and hands have dirt on them, and he has a smudge on his 
face too. 


“Yeah. Took care of it. We can leave,” he replies. 
Took care of it, how? I raise a questioning eyebrow at him. 


“I offed him,” he simply says, not a smidgeon of remorse in his tone. He 
tried to kill us and died instead; I have no problem whatsoever with his 
death. But again, the mystery around Ramiel’s life is getting too dark to 
ignore. I need answers. 


“He was another assassin. Probably here to kill Malcom.” 


“And he succeeded.” I holster my gun and stroke my head. 


“Serena, give us the five-minute darkness on the cameras.” 


We quickly make our way out of the building as Ramiel cleans whatever we 
touched with a dirty piece of cloth he found on the floor. 


“Are you sure Hector didn’t do this?” he asks me as we reach my bike. 


“No, he owes me,” is my succinct response. I can’t give him more right 
now. My head is pulsing, my mind is going too fast, recalling every single 
interaction I’ve had with Ramiel, every detail, hint, and word he uttered. I 
don’t like the assumptions I’m coming up with. 


His phone starts ringing, putting a stop to my thought-spiral. “Fucking 
finally!” He pushes the speaker button. “Vulture.” 


“Ram?” 


I can’t stop the low, angry growl slipping out of my chest at the intimate 
nickname. Ramiel smirks as he enjoys my possessiveness, but he clarifies, 
“Its my hacker name.” 


“You’re still alive.” The raspy voice on the other line states in a nonchalant 
way. 


“Why wouldn’t I be?” 
“I heard Phoenix was asking around about you.” 
I see Ramiel turn tense while gritting his teeth. “Know why?” 


“Nope. The person who told me is not very reliable. But when Phoenix is 
interested in someone, it’s because they want him dead,” Beau explains. 


“He’s the next name on my kill list then. Because nobody touches...Ram,” I 
hiss, feeling anger climbing and burning my chest. Who the fuck is 
Phoenix? Even though Ramiel is keeping secrets from me, I still feel the 
need to protect him. 


He grabs my hand and starts the pinky-palm stroking, aiming a sweet smile 
my way. 


“Mmm.” The Vulture doesn’t sound impressed. “Whoever you are, Phoenix 
will kill you and then Ram. They’re as emotionless and as dauntless as a 


robot.” 

I growl again. They can try. 

“How about the names I sent you?” Ramiel changes the topic. 
“I can’t do that,” The Vulture replies. 


“Vulture...” Ramiel sighs. “I found that vintage coke machine you were 
looking for.” 


“Stop hacking my damn laptop!” he grunts, full of annoyance. 
“You don’t want it, then?” Ramiel has that impishness in his eyes. 


“Glass bottles?” The Vulture still sounds irritated, but also grudgingly 
interested. 


“Yes.” 

“I want stock.” 

“One truck,” Ramiel grants. 

The Vulture raises to, “Three.” 

“One, plus a three-month discount on Vintage Manga online.” 


The curses coming from the other line are quite colorful. “I might kill you 
myself if this Phoenix thing turns out to be bullshit.” 


I open my mouth to let him know in detail what I’ll do to him if he touches 
what’s mine when Ramiel snorts. “Like I haven’t heard that one before.” 


The Vulture sighs. “A hit was put out on Hunter Penn.” 


On me as well? Nearly being run off the road, the shooting, and the 
mercenaries were actual attempts on my life. 


“Together with Malcom Bindy and Norman Jefferson. Jefferson’s is done.” 


“Loretta’s father, he died a few days ago.” Was he killed? Opal didn’t say 
anything about a murder. I thought he died due to natural causes. 


“Put out by whom?” Ramiel looks pissed. 


“You know it’s all anonymous. But the employer is the same for all of them. 
Each hit is five hundred K. Wait, Malcom Bindy’s hit was closed as well, 
and Hunter Penn’s just raised to seven K.” 


“Hunter Penn is dead too. Spread the word.” 
The Vulture tuts. “You know it doesn’t depend on me.” 


Ramiel grits his teeth. “Beau, fucking do it. If something happens to him, 
Phoenix will not be the most feared out there anymore.” 


When he looks back at me, I can see fear and fury gripping his face. I can 
feel how different everything is now between us. I can’t pinpoint when it 
changed, but it did. It’s almost palpable in the tiny space separating us. 


“You already are one of them. And don’t use my name!” The Vulture 
mutters before the line dies. 


Another chill rolls down my back, and this time, there’s no thrill with it. 
“Who are you, Ramiel?” I ask him, lowering my voice an octave while 
holding his stern stare. 


“Really want to know? There’s no going back after.” 


It sounds like a damn threat. But I don’t fucking care. “Yes.” 
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We enter my place. “Serena we’re home.” The we just escapes my lips, and 
I see Hunter glance at me before moving his attention around my open 
home. His face is blank, like the first time I met him. He’s wary around me 
again. 

It’s cute how he thinks that will work, and also fucking infuriating. 

“Loretta and D-I,” I ponder out loud, referring to the letters Malcom wrote 
on the floor. “Loretta died? Divulged? Divided? Disappointed... Could be 
the beginning of a name? A surname? A place? Serena, please look into it.” 


She replies with a “yes.” I take off my coat and leave it on the back of the 
sofa. “An acronym perhaps?” 


“T don’t think Malcom was that smart.” He sounds so fucking cold. 
His phone vibrates, and he sighs when he sees the screen. 


“Opal?” His voice turns gentle. She’s his cousin, so affection is expected 
when he talks to her. But at this moment, it rubs me the wrong way, a very 
irrational way. 


“Tm fine,” Hunter says. “Why wouldn’t I be? No. There’s no need. About 
what? Okay. Alright. See you soon.” 


“Gotta meet her?” I ask him, checking on my girls to distract myself. Khloe 
is in the house by herself, while Kim and Kourtney are out in the garden. 


“Yeah. You didn’t lie about those.” He points at Khloe’s yellowish-cream 
face. 


“T’ve never lied to you.” I hope my eyes are truthful enough for him. “I’m 
going to come with you to see your cousin.” 


His silent reply feels like something is slowly slicing me from the inside. 
But if he thinks PII let him walk away from me, he’s damn wrong. He has 
no idea what I’m really capable of. 


Determination and coldness suddenly fall over me. I check the thermostat, 
but it seems to be working just fine. 


“What’s in there?” he asks, pointing at the only room, except the toilet, in 
my house. 


“Serena. Her...brain.” 
“Tt needs a room?” 


“Tt needs a cooling system. So, yeah.” I sound snappy, but fuck, I’m so 
damn annoyed at him, me, this whole uncontrollable situation. But I mainly 
want to kick his balls. 


“Who’s the Vulture?” Another question. 
“A hitman. One of the best.” 
“How do you know him?” 


“There’re contract killing websites on the dark web. People can hire a 
specific assassin, or like in your case, put out a hit, and whoever executes it 
gets the money. And no, I’ve never hired a hitman. I like to do the dirty 
work myself,” I taunt him. I know I’m working against myself, but that 
damn void expression and rigid pose are provoking me into poking him 
until he fights back. “Seven hundred K is kind of a high payment for this 
kind of contract killing. Someone really wants you dead.” 


“T have the information you asked for,” Serena suddenly says. I asked her to 
check into Loretta’s father’s death on the way back here. I tap my bracelet 
to turn the speaker on. 


“Norman Jefferson died at Saint Lucas Hospital. He was hospitalized 
March fourth with acute chest pains and died of a veinous embolism the 
same day.” 


“Which can be easily caused by injecting air in the veinous system,” I add, 
hearing Hunter’s cussing. “Why now? After all these years? We are missing 
something. Serena, run a wider analysis on anybody who might be 
connected to the murder of Cal Penn or Loretta Jefferson’s death.” 


“On it, Daddy.” I grimace. 


Hunter leans back against the kitchen counter and just stares at me with his 
hands tucked in his jeans pockets. Waiting, like a panther ready to strike. 


“Something to drink?” I know I’m stalling, but his false tranquility is 
irritating me to no end. 


He shakes his head. 


“Malcom said something about a letter.” Every muscle in his body stiffens. 
“Do you know what he was talking about?” 


“I received an anonymous letter a week ago or so. Whoever wrote it—now I 
know it was Malcom—said he had new information about Cal’s murder.” 


“And you tell me about this only now?” I ask incredulously. He still doesn’t 
trust me. This is the irrefutable proof. I already knew he didn’t, not 
completely. But after he opened up to me about his cousin’s murder, I’d 
hoped... 


He grunts. Fucking grunts. If my glare could kill, Hunter would be a pile of 
ashes at my feet now. 


“You’ve already created the worst scenario in your head about me, haven’t 
you?” I accuse him. “Why are you still here, then?” 


He strokes his head, and then his arm drops aggressively at his side. “I don’t 
know what the hell to think. You act all carefree and breezy, but fight and 
kill like a pro, have no problem with kidnapping assassins, know your way 
around the dark web, and can hack into anything. That’s all I know about 
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you. 


“All you know? You know more than most people. Do you think I go and 
advertise I can do those things? And look who’s talking, Mr. Closed-off. 
Two hours ago, you fucked me like you owned me and called me your 
boyfriend. And now you’re wearing that blank mask like I’m a damn 
stranger,” I yell. 


“I do own you,” he growls, reaching me in two strides. He’s looming over 
me, his eyes like two blazing coals. “Doesn’t fucking matter what comes 
out of those red lips. That. Ass. Is. Mine.” I feel the rumble of his gravelly 
voice vibrating against my chest. 


My heart feels too big for my chest, and a sense of belonging like I’ve 
never felt before washes over me, soaking my very soul until it’s absorbed 
deep inside of it. Until it’s become part of it. Of me. 


“Then why do you look so wary?” I whisper. 


“Fuck.” He cups my face and brushes his thumb over my lips. “It’s an 
automatic response for me. I need to work on it, but I don’t trust easy.” 


“T don’t either,” I confess, all the anger leaving my body in one quick 
Sweep. 


“Why? Tell me.” His voice and eyes are pleading with me to tell him. 
Would I gain his total trust if I bare myself to him? Only one way to find 
out. 


“When I was a kid, I was kidnapped by a group of scientists.” His hands 
Slide off my face as I keep going. “I was chosen because they wanted 
underprivileged kids with a higher IQ and psychotic traits. And before you 
ask, no I’m not a psychopath. Those traits disappeared as I grew up.” Not 
for all of us, though. 


“I was Subject Three.” I raise my hand to show him the brand on my wrist. 


“They did this to you?” His voice is glacial, but the lips that lower on the 
brand are gentle and searing hot. I’ve spent most of my life without this 
incredible feeling, and I’d be ready to double the years of miserable 
numbness if it meant having Hunter continue to touch me. 


“Why were you taken?” He moves his mouth back but doesn’t let go of my 
hand. 


I release a long breath. “The project’s goal was to create assassins with no 
remorse, nor fear, and who could easily be controlled. The experimentation 
was unsanctioned. Only a few bastards knew about it, and it went on for... 
years. They kept torturing me, over and over in different ways. I’m not 
going to bore you with the details.” 


His face has blurred. And I know it’s me. I can’t stop the tears. But I need to 
get all the words out, so I can be with him. No barriers. Nothing between 
us. I want that. I need that. 


“The-the agonizing pain was too much, and my brain just shut down. The 
flop trauma response happens. It’s a coping mechanism for dealing with 
distress, sort of similar to how an animal will play dead when they feel 
threatened. When Meg and Linda found me, I was completely numb, 
physically and mentally unresponsive. I was a hollow husk, slowly dying.” 


Bile rises in my throat. I swallow it down, but it's so fucking hard to relive 
all of that horror again. Gravity overcomes me for a moment, and then I’m 
wrapped in the sweet, warm, strong cocoon of my bear’s arms. He doesn’t 
seem grossed out by the dirt and blood on my clothes. I tuck my face into 
his neck, inhaling deeply his masculine, rich, comforting scent. My icy 
fingers are warming against his pecs, and I remain silent for a while, letting 
the tears run out. 


Fuck, I love being hugged. 
“T’m sorry,” I softly say against his skin. 


“We can stop if you want.” His gentle tone, more than his words, acts like a 
soothing balm on my soul. 


“No. You need to know. I want you to know.” I force my voice out. “It took 
a long time for me to realize I was safe. My ability to feel emotions came 
back little by little, as did my sight and my hearing, but the other senses 
didn’t. Self-preservation through dissociation. One day when I was twelve, 
I tried to trigger a neuro response and pressed the back of my hand to a 
sizzling skillet.” I fist my scarred hand on his pec. 


Hunter curses, and his arms tighten around me. 


“I didn’t scream because I didn’t feel a thing. No pain, no smell of burning 
skin. Absolutely nothing. The butler intervened and rushed me to the 
hospital. I was grounded for a month, but in that period, I discovered that 
masturbating—and later sex—made those senses turn on for a while. So, it 
did work in a way.” 


I pull back to look into his bottomless, understanding eyes. My attempt at 
easing the mood is futile. The quivering smile on my face turns into a sob. 
“Those painful years fucked me up, changed me.” 


“How? What do you do, Ramiel?” 


“T kill evil,” I blurt out. His eye gives a little twitch, but his firm gaze stays 
on me, his heart continues its slow beating. “I punish the unpunished. The 
ones who slide between the cracks of the justice system or are too good at 
hiding their rotten parts.” 


“Justice, vigilante style. August Baker?” He remembers the hitman from the 
alley. 


“He was an assassin, but he also liked to kill his victims’ loved ones in front 
of them before taking their lives. He was a heartless motherfucker, and he 
deserved every single thing I inflicted on him.” 


“You tortured him?” He sounds surprised, but not repulsed. I knew he 
wouldn’t be after what he went through. But that doesn’t mean he’ll accept 
this. Me. His heart is racing now. 


I need to explain more. “I look for people like him, shitheads. I gather the 
evidence since I have a code to follow, and being sure the donors are guilty 
is essential.” 


“Donors?” 


“My foster brothers, Sari and Michael, they take samples from the shitheads 
and use them for medical research, or if they’re a match for transplants or 
transfusions. It’s kind of fulfilling to think that after all the suffering they 
instigated, they can do one good thing before leaving this earth.” 


I’m playing with his shirt collar when he asks, “You do this with your foster 
brothers?” 


I nod. “I didn’t know there were others. All those years, the scientists kept 
us separated, each one in his own cage, enduring pain alone. Our foster 
mothers brought us together. We are all broken in one way or another. Our 
reasons for starting this family side business are different. For me, sex, 
fighting, and torturing are the only ways to feel.” 


“Not anymore, Red,” Hunter reminds me, his big hands squeezing my hips 
under my shirt. I can feel each finger sinking into my skin, the pressure, the 
warmth, the hardness. “And you aren’t broken. Everybody has baggage. 
People make bad choices, but the good ones try to make it right later on. It’s 
astonishing how, in your case, the wrong was done to you, and you still 
found a way to make it right.” 


“I have to. It’s my purpose. To help Madam Justice balance her scale,” I tell 
him. I want him to understand that I won’t stop. “What you did to your 
cousin? We’ve been doing it for years.” 


“I did things in prison as well.” His jaw ticks, he turned tense under me, and 
his hold on me is bruising tight now. 


“You had to do what you had to do,” I try to reassure him, caressing his 
pecs with circular movements. 


“A Black ex-cop, a priest killer, and one of the biggest motherfuckers in the 
joint. First rule of being new in prison: find the biggest guy in there and 
make him your bitch. I was the most hated. The first years were a daily 
fight.” 


I believe him. I’ve seen the scars covering his body—I have some as well. 
And hearing the reason for their existence from his lips compels my already 
obsessive protectiveness to wrap around him even tighter. 


“I know.” I look him straight in the eyes. 


He grunts. “Of course, you and Serena do. Do you also know that I have no 
regrets over killing them?” 


“Why would you? What did they do to you?” A feeling of dread climbs up 
my spine. 


“Don’t you know already?” He sighs. 


“Prison guard reports are not very detailed.” And the cameras’ hard drive in 
his prison keeps footage only for one year, then everything gets deleted— 
which is preposterous if you ask me. 


“They don’t care much what inmates do to each other, especially if they get 
bribed.” Motherfuckers! 


“I know you must have had a good reason. You have a strong moral code, 
Hunter Penn. It might be more gray than what society expects, but mine is 
bordering black compared to yours.” I give his lips a light peck. 


“One tried to kill me. The other two to rape me.” Every word of that 
sentence turns my stomach upside down. A sense of nausea fills my chest, 
but he keeps talking, and I can breathe again. “I didn’t like ending their 
lives, I was simply in survival mode.” 


It’s kill or be killed. Just like with the mercenary and guard at the gun 
warehouse. 


“Pd have thoroughly enjoyed their deaths. Nobody tries to hurt what’s mine 
and continues living,” I whisper. Mine. He is mine. 


His eyebrow shoots up. 


“Your cousin would’ve been high on my donor list if he were still alive. 
Fuck. I would’ve killed him myself if...” 


“T know.” A shadow of a smile appears on his lips. “Do your mothers know 
about your...family business?” 


“Side business, we all have day jobs. Yes, they know. They help us out 
sometimes. They know we need to do this. They understand. Well, Linda 
actually enjoys it. She’s an ex-secret agent; what we do isn’t so different 
from what she’s used to.” 


“Wow.” 


“So you’re okay with me? With what I do?” I stop him before he can utter a 
word. “I don’t know why I asked, since it doesn’t really matter.” 


He frowns. “It doesn’t?” 


I tsk. “Hunter Bear, something else you should know about me is that when 
I decide something belongs to me, it simply does.” 


“Am I that something?” he growls. His hands slide to my ass and squeeze 
with force. 


“Your black mamba certainly is.” I smirk and grind against it. My lips are 
an inch from his when his hands slide up my sides to hold me still. 


“Opal,” he lets out. My nails sink into his pecs through his shirt. 
“What the fuck, Red!” Hunter hisses. 


“That’s what you get for saying someone else’s name when your boyfriend 
is stroking your dick!” I bark. 


He fists my hair and yanks my head roughly to the side, offering the curve 
of my neck to his teeth. His other hand slides inside my jeans and painfully 
squeezes one butt cheek, fingertips sliding dangerously near the crease. 
“My boyfriend’s feistiness makes me so damn hard.” His voice drops to an 
even lower register against my sensitive skin as he rubs the hard bulge in 
his jeans against me. My brain turns all fizzy with static. “I’m going to 
enjoy punishing this juicy ass with my teeth and tongue...but later. Now we 
need to go meet my cousin.” 


I huff but feel a small tug at the corner of my lips. We. He said we. That 
means he trusts me more fully. Meeting the cousin he loves must mean that. 


His fist loosens around my hair and falls on my now even more bruised 
neck, his thumb caressing behind my ear. 


“What’s this?” he asks, touching the bump there. 


“A tracker. Me and my bros have one. It’s a precaution, what we do can turn 
dangerous at times.” 


His jaw ticks, and he slides his fingers out of my jeans. Does that mean he 
won’t let me insert one under his skin as well? I want to know where he is 
at all times to protect him and be sure he’s safe while I’m busy doing other 
things. But now doesn’t seem the right moment to ask. 


I stand up and move to my wardrobe to change my dirty clothes while he 
goes to the sink to wash a little. 


When I’m ready, we walk into the garage. “Choose one,” I tell him, 
pointing at the cars. My Hyundai Kona and Fiat 500 are charging since they 
are electric cars. Then there’s the black Jeep Gladiator and the red Hyundai 
Linda bought me for as a birthday present a few years back. 


Hunter just keeps staring ahead with an unreadable expression. “Problem?” 
“How rich are you, Red?” 

“Less than Scrooge McDuck, more than Bill Gates,” I joke. 

He cusses and looks very unhappy. Uh, that’s a first. “What’s wrong?” 

“I can barely pay taxes on my house. I...” 


It cant be. “Let me get this straight. You’re okay with me killing bad 
people, but you don’t like the fact that I have more money than you?” 


“Don’t joke about this. It’s serious.” He looks down, like he’s... 
embarrassed? Fuck. A wave of deep affection swamps my body. He so 
fucking mine, I feel lightheaded and have to force the insane, joyful laugh 
down. Because he needs me to put some sense in that stupid and handsome 
head of his. 


“Hunter Bear, can you please look at me?” I wait until he does. “I thought I 
was quite clear when I said you belong to me. It’s done. No way out. My 
senses and my dick chose you at first, but the rest of me caught up fairly 
quick.” 


“Ramiel.” My name sounds like a prayer on his lips...or a curse. Is there 
really a difference between the two? 


“Besides, you are the rich one here. You own my juicy ass, don’t you?” 


He grabs my nape and kisses my forehead, breathing warmly on my skin. 
“That I do.” 


“So choose a car, we are in a hurry, if you remember. They are all 
bulletproof, no motorcycle for you until there’s no more hit on your head.” 


A few minutes later, Hunter is driving my Jeep Gladiator with me next to 
him. 
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“Stop wiggling. And you’re still pouting. I told you, PI fuck you later,” I 
tell Ramiel as I turn into the Costco parking lot; his Jeep Gladiator is so 
fucking smooth to drive. I can easily get used to this. At this time of night, 
there’s nobody around. 


“Pm not pouting. I’m sexily brooding.” He puckers his lips, the spill of 
freckles on his face makes him look like the brat he is. I have to turn my 
face to the side to hide yet another smile. 


His eyes widen for a split second at the sight. “Really? I prefer when you’re 
a grumpy fucker!” he mutters, crossing his arms. 


My smile widens. It feels so fucking good to be with him—to share these 
lighthearted moments. 


Instead of giving me another ridiculously snarky retort, he looks at me with 
heated eyes. Fuck! I have to adjust my jeans where my half-hard cock is 
achingly straining. 


“You’re impossible!” He sounds exasperated but grins back. 


I park in a long stretch of empty spots and turn off the car. Opening the 
door, I check my phone. No text. I try calling Opal, but there’s no answer, it 
goes Straight to voicemail. 


I get out of the car to stretch my body, and Ramiel rounds the hood. 


“You shouldn’t be out, there’s still a hit on—Duck!” Ramiel yells as he 
jumps on top of me, and we fall half inside the car. The sound of a bullet 
pierces the air, then another. 


We crawl fully inside, and Ramiel locks the door, pushing me into the back 
Seat. 


“Serena, check the perimeter, the radius and trajectory of the bullets. Find 
the shooter, now! And call the closest brother.” 


“Rami, I asked you for that info two days ago. Where the fuck...?” I hear a 
male voice resounding through the car’s Bluetooth. It halts when there’s 
more shooting. 


“Uri, somebody is shooting at us. One sniper rifle, red dot sights, eighty feet 
away. Roof of the building. Ask Serena for details.” 


“Coming. Are you in a safe spot?” 

“Bulletproof Jeep,” Ramiel replies. 

“Don’t move, otherwise they’ll leave. Keep giving him a target.” 

“Really?” Ramiel barks, as the shooting continues. 

“Tt’s your bulletproof Jeep, you are fine unless they have a rocket launcher.” 
“Fuck you, Uri. I won’t keep Hunter in danger!” 

“Do you have guns?” Uri asks. 

“Yes. But they’re too far, and I could hit someone,” I reply. 

“PII get the fucker. I’m five minutes away. Four now. Stay put.” 

“So damn tired of being shot at!” I snarl, sitting low near Ramiel. 


The sniper keeps trying, but the car shields us. For how long though? Spider 
webs are starting to form on the windows. 


“Fuck this!” Ramiel makes a move to go to the front, but I stop him. 


“No. Let’s wait a couple of minutes more.” I grab his arm and squeeze 
lightly. I won’t have him put himself in danger for me—more than he 


already is. 


“Serena says he’s at ten o’clock on the roof of that red building, wearing a 
black hat.” Ramiel points to my left. That’s when I see blood on his 
shoulder. 


“Fuck, you’re bleeding.” Dread claws inside of me. 
“T’m fine.” His words barely register as I tear the shirt to check. 
“See? Just a graze. That was hot though, Bear.” He caresses my cheek. 


“Got him!” Uri’s voice shoves a little relief down my narrowing throat. 
“Get out of there before the cops arrive.” 


I climb back to the front seat, and after turning on the engine, I drive the 
hell out there. 


“Serena, take care of the cameras in the parking lot. And track Opal Penn’s 
phone.” Ramiel moves to the passenger seat and then turns to me. “Your 
cousin, any reason she’d want to kill you? Jealousy? Anger?” 


“No!” I vehemently state. 
“She was Cal’s sister,” he insists. 


“She’d never do something like this.” I refuse to believe that. “She’s a good 
cop. The only person who kept in contact with me while I was inside.” The 
angry confession escapes my lips and tastes bitter on my tongue. Even more 
so when I catch Ramiel’s sorrowful eyes. 


“I... Okay. Maybe the hitman hacked her phone and heard your 
conversation.” He doesn’t sound convinced though. After a few seconds he 
says, “I need to see that letter Malcom sent you. Do you still have it?” 


I nod. “It’s not Opal.” 


The call she made yesterday, after the gun warehouse shooting, comes back 
to me. The way she asked me if I was okay, like she knew something 
happened. Did she sound worried or surprised? 


“T cannot track Opal Penn’s phone. It’s turned off. Looking for her car 
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now. 


“Thanks, Serena.” 


“Tt can’t be.” Doubts are trying to drown me. “It can’t be like Cal. I know 
Opal. I know her.” It can’t be. 


Ramiel’s warm hand suddenly closes around my arm. “Hunter, stop. We 
don’t know what happened. There are other avenues we can follow. We 
need to check Jasper as well.” 


“I met him a few days ago with Opal. We’ve never been close. We can 
barely stand each other. After Cal's death and my visit to the joint, even 
less.” I feel so fucking hollow. Is my whole family bad? Am I bad as well? 


“T bet. He’s running for senator, right?” 


“Yes.” I park the Jeep in front of my house and quickly get out. The car 
looks like a colander. The side windows a step from shattered. 


We were so damn lucky. A few minutes more and... What if Ramiel was hit 
a few inches up his neck? Fear like I’ve never felt before rushes inside my 
chest like a swarm of beetles, making it impossible to breathe. I’ve seen the 
worst happen too many times to keep a positive attitude. 


I turn toward him, focusing on his worried face. Coppery lashes frame those 
beautiful golden eyes, his pale cheeks are peppered with small freckles, and 
his pink lips are slightly parted. And my lungs expand with air again. 


“We need to get inside and disinfect your wound,” I get out between gritted 
teeth. 


“I’m fine. We need to find who’s behind this.” I get a quick glance of 
Ramiel’s eyes as we enter my silent house. They are gleaming with fire. 


“And you think it is a member of my family?” I almost attack him. My 
voice comes out too rough and accusing. Emotions are riding me hard 
again. 


The boys are sleeping in the barn tonight to keep an eye on the rescue 
animals that arrived today. The light turns on without me touching the 
entrance switch. Maple lifts his head from his rug near the sofa and wiggles 
his tail when he sees me, but stays where he is. 


“I don’t know! You’re a P.I., wouldn’t you do the same? Check all the 
possible leads?” He stops, and I see the worry filling his face again, the 
tension in his body. 


I walk to him and pull him against my chest. My life is falling apart again, 
but he’s still here. With me. He didn’t leave me. Never did. Even stalked 
me. All the fight leaves my body. “You’re right. I’m sorry. Do all the checks 
you want, Red.” 


“You heard him, Serena.” His arms lift around my back. “It’s what I do for 
my family. I need to do it for you as well. I need you to be okay.” 


I kiss his head, taking in his soothing scent. “I just... I fucking hate this. I 
thought that part of my past was done.” Haven’t I paid enough for it 
already? 


I let him go and walk to the bathroom to retrieve the essentials to clean his 
wound. “Sit.” 


I grab a bowl from the kitchen cabinet and fill it with water while he takes 
off the torn shirt. I can’t help appreciating the expanse of his chest and 
powerful biceps for a moment. But the caked blood on his shoulder reminds 
me of my task. 


“You’re such a papa bear...it does sting like a bitch. Ouch!” He tilts his 
head to get a better look at the scratch, stretching and flexing his ripped 
abdomen and curvy pecs. 


“Miss your numbness?” I can’t stop myself from asking as I set the bowl on 
the table and use a wet piece of cloth to start cleaning. 


“Fuck no!” He jerks away, and I lift a quizzical brow at him. “Uhhh, cold! 
Sorry, still getting used to...feeling. But I’d prefer to turn hypersensitive if 
it meant still sensing your warm, smooth chocolate skin next to mine when 
I wake up.” 


“The teaser turns into a sap. Who would have thought?” I push out the joke, 
even though his words make me so fucking happy and frighten me at the 
same time. 


“Yeah, just like the grizzly turns into Winnie the Pooh.” 


“Your ass will pay for that.” 
“Mmm, sounds promising, Teddy.” 
“Uri is entering the property,” Serena states. 


The warm feeling disappears, giving way to the weight of the current 
situation. 


“The facial recognition works.” Ramiel nods. 
Facial recognition? 


“Show me,” he orders her. A yellow Hummer appears on the large screen 
near the front door. It comes down the driveway and stops in front of the 
house. Then a guy with a head full of dreads lithely gets out and walks to 
the door. 


The chime of the doorbell is not familiar. “What the hell did you do to my 
house?” 


“Brought it into this century,” Ramiel retorts, before telling Serena to let his 
brother in. 


The front door clicks open and Uri strides inside, full of confidence and sex 
appeal. He stops mere feet from me and just stares. 


“The big mamba dick that kept Rami distracted I presume?” he asks. 


I keep my unfazed mask as I taunt him, “One of the psychopaths, I don’t 
presume.” 


“Sociopath.” He sounds offended by my assumption. “Raph is the only 
psycho.” 


I raise, yet again, a questioning brow at Ramiel. 


He waves his hand in a dismissive way. “They are both on your side, don’t 
WOITy.” 


“I got rid of the sniper. He had no ID on him and a burner phone. But 
Serena found him in an FBI database. He was a wanted hitman.” 


“Where’s the body, Ariel?” Ramiel asks him like they’re talking about the 
weather. 


“Fucker! For now, it’s fine. I need to go back and get it later from the trunk 
of his car, which needs to disappear as well. I’ll take care of it, like I did 
with the others. But this is the last one, Rami.” Uri then turns to me. 
“You’re a P.I.?” 


“Yes.” My succinct answer has the corner of his plump lips hitching up. He 
makes a humming sound. 


“Serena get you the info on Sari’s new boyfriend?” Ramiel changes the 
subject. 


“Not his boyfriend.” His brother scoffs and takes a seat at the table. 


“The non-boyfriend-professor who went out to dinner with Sari looks 
clean.” 


“But?” He waits for Ramiel to continue. 
“Don’t know, just my spider senses are tingling. Pll dig more.” 
“Sari is your other foster brother, right?” I ask Ramiel. 


He nods in response. Uri acts more like a jealous prick than a protective 
sibling. 


Serena talks again. “Michael and Raph are coming.” 
“What the fuck? Miphael is here?” 


“Miphael?” I ask. My head is starting to spin. Never had so many people 
come to my house. 


“Michael plus Raphael, Miphael,” Ramiel explains. 


“T told everybody what happened,” Uri says simply. His eyes are a beautiful 
hazel color, but filled with coldness and ruthlessness. While his skin is the 
color of caramel. He reminds me of one of the Sirens from Greek 
mythology, just as alluring as it is deadly. 


Two guys enter. The blond one smiles at me, his blue eyes welcoming. 


“Oh, you must be Hunter! I’m Michael. Fan of your work, the investigation 
part,” he rambles excitedly. The other one keeps him close with an arm 
around his waist. He has a leather jacket and an I-don’t-give-a-fuck 
expression. His stride is confident, green eyes taking everything in. 


“Tm Raph, his husband.” He sounds bored, but he’s studying me like a bug 
under a microscope. It’s cute how Ramiel’s brothers think Pll feel 
intimidated by them. 


“Do you always have to specify you’re married?” Uri tsks. 


“Yes, I fucking do!” Raph sits on the sofa armrest and pulls Michael 
between his legs. 


Ramiel suddenly hisses as I apply the antibiotic ointment. 
“What the fuck?” Uri utters, staring at Ramiel’s wince. 
“You can feel,” Raph says, narrowing his eyes. 


“Oh, right, I didn’t tell you guys. Hunter Bear here has a magical dick 
which gave me my sensory powers back.” My hand applying the cream 
halts at hearing Ramiel’s ridiculous explanation. 


“For real?” Uri slides a knife out of his coat and starts twirling it deftly 
between his fingers. Is he really contemplating Ramiel’s words? 


“Does that mean no more lame gloves?” Raph asks. I thought they were 
kind of cute, but I much prefer to feel Ramiel’s bare hands on me all the 
time. 


“What are you talking about?” Michael looks confused. 
Raph quickly explains to his husband about Ramiel’s past condition. 
“Why didn’t Michael know about you?” I ask. 


Ramiel is absently rubbing my belly again. “We didn’t grow up together. He 
came back into our lives just a few months back. It’s a long story. PI tell 
you later.” 


Michael looks at me and then at Ramiel. “So, Hunter triggered something 
inside you at a mental and physical level that unlocked your senses. That’s 


incredible.” 


Ramiel is smiling at me, the affection he feels exudes from him. I did that, 
didn’t I? 


“I wish you’d told me about your condition, though.” Michael’s face has 
disappointment written all over it. 


“Pm sorry. I just...it was nice pretending to be normal with someone who 
didn't know about it.” Ramiel sounds remorseful enough for Michael to nod 
at him in understanding. 


“Normal.” Uri scoffs. 
“Why the long face?” Raph suddenly asks Uri, breaking the heavy moment. 
“You know why! Where the fuck did you put her?” he hisses. 


“Whatever are you talking about?” Raph replies with an even voice and a 
bored stare. 


“Sarah! Where is she?” 
Who’s Sarah? 


Reading my mind, Ramiel clarifies, “Sarah is one of Uri’s guns. He and 
Raph have this stupid stealing war going on. One takes something and hides 
it, and the other has to find it.” He rolls his eyes. 


“Tt’s not stupid!” Uri protests. 


“Yes, it is,” both Ramiel and Michael say at the same time, smiling at each 
other. 


“There’s a snake behind you,” Raph suddenly tells me, protectively pulling 
his husband higher on his lap. 


“What?” Michael tenses while Uri grabs his knife, looking ready to throw it 
at George. 


“No!” Ramiel yells. “It’s a pet.” 


“A pet snake?” Uri tilts his head, staring curiously at the slithering reptile 
disappearing into the corridor. “And a horny, furry pig? Weird 
combination.” He points at Maple trying to hump the sofa leg. 


“Is the Nightster upfront yours?” Raph suddenly asks about my Harley. I 
nod. 


“So you can try teaching my brother how to pick a vehicle. Rami has 
horrible taste. His electrical sardine can on wheels is ridiculous.” Raph 
scoffs after describing what I believe is Rami’s Hyundai. My boyfriend 
chooses to flip his brother the bird. 


“Gabe and Lori are here,” the AI lets us know. They don’t enter through the 
front door, though, but use the back one. 


“Stop following me!” I hear Lori muttering before he appears with Gabe, 
the brother from the alley. Tall and poised with sleek blond hair and 
wearing a pricey-looking three-piece suit. 


“Not following you,” Gabe says. I remember his voice from that night, the 
toneless way he talks. Lacking any kind of emotion. I didn’t imagine it. 


“Hello again, Magnum P.I.” Lori smirks at me. 


Nobody seems to sleep in this family. It’s past midnight. I stroke my face 
tiredly. 


“Why are you coming through the back door?” I ask. 


“Because...back door guests are the best,” Lori teases. He’s wearing a 
glamorous kilt with high boots and a red cable knit sweater. 


“They are,” Ramiel agrees, winking at me. Only he can make me switch 
from tense and troubled to amused this fast. 


“T wanted to check out the barn since Offspring two kept talking about it 
yesterday. I might have woken the guys up by the way,” Lori confesses 
without a bit of shame. 


“The wicked trio is in the barn?” I nod at Ramiel. 


“What boys?” Gabe asks, phone in hand; he doesn’t look interested though. 


“Magnum P.I. has teen triplets living with him,” Ramiel says. 


“Oh, Ollie,” Lori exclaims and sets his phone on the table with the speaker 
on. “Are you and KKJ there?” 


“Stop calling Rague that! He’s not King Kong Junior!” The scolding male 
voice is followed by a much deeper groan. 


“Yeah! Hulky suits him better,’ Ramiel teases, earning a sigh from Ollie. 


“Hello again, Hunter,” Gabe decides to address me. His tone is assertive 
and commanding, like he’s used to being in charge. 


I nod, and he turns to Ramiel, dismissing me the next moment. “So you got 
shot.” 


“We all saw Rami’s Jeep outside, or what remains of it,” Raph says. 


“We didn’t!” Ollie’s voice comes from the phone. “And nice to meet you, 
Hunter. We’re sorry not to be there.” 


“But one word and we’ll come. I have a barrel of acid in my car or we 
could use fire.” A deeper voice—Rague’s I guess—resounds in the room. 
Acid? Fire? 


“You still keep it in your car? We talk about this,” Gabe says. 


“I appreciate it, Human Torch. But you don’t need to come,” Ramiel 
answers Rague. 


“Is the shooting related to the priest’s murder?” Michael goes back to the 
previous conversation. 


“What murder?” Ollie asks. 


Ramiel begins retelling the events of the last few days as I put the bowl in 
the sink and take a seat next to him. This whole situation is bizarre. When 
Ramiel told me they are a family of vigilantes, it felt weird, but seeing how 
present and ready they are for each other makes me rethink my first 
impression. Maybe their actions are fucked up, but we live in a fucked-up 
world where kids are abandoned, weaker people hurt, and power and money 
seem to be the highest achievement there is. Corruption, selfishness, 


carelessness, and wrongdoing reign free while integrity, respect, and all the 
values that make a person decent seem to come second. Is this group of men 
a combative response to all of that? A way to balance the unfairness of this 
world? They’d be the best one. Because fighting fair rarely works. 


“That sounds like a mega clusterfuck of a mess,” Michael comments 
excitedly when Ramiel is done. 


“Or as we call it at the firm, Monday,” Lori jokes, flattening his skirt as he 
sits on the armchair. Is that gold glitter in his curls? 


“If we believe the Vulture and someone indeed requested Hunter’s 
assassination, how come hitmen are not coming here?” Gabe asks from his 
standing position near the kitchen cabinets. 


“This house is not in his name. It wasn’t easy to find it, even for me,” 
Ramiel explains. 


I need to thank my mother for never putting my father’s name on my birth 
certificate, then. 


“The Baker little brother, should we grab him? Maybe he knows 
something,” Uri suggests. 


“I worked on him twice. Didn’t know anything. He would have told me, 
believe me.” I crack my knuckles. 


“T like you,” Rague tells me, and Ollie echoes his husband. 
“You’re okay.” Uri shrugs. 
“More than okay.” Lori snorts. 


“Yeah,” Michael utters, and Raph grunts unhappily and whispers something 
in his husband’s ear. 


I certainly don’t need the brothers’ blessing, but Ramiel is giving me a 
dopey smile, looking so proud of me, like I’ve overcome an insurmountable 
obstacle. And fuck, it’s like a well-placed hook to the gut. His radiance 
surrounds him, pulling me toward him even more. I don’t fight it. A 
possessive growl rumbles in my chest, and I give his beautiful scarred hand 
a quick kiss. 


“Something doesn’t add up. Either your cousin is in this, or she’s in trouble. 
Serena, did you find her car?” Uri suddenly asks. 


“Not yet, Uri,” the AI replies. 


I sent Opal three texts and tried to call her, but it went straight to voicemail 
again. Where is she? Could she really be part of this? If not in, what trouble 
is she in? 


“Tt’s not her.” I grip Ramiel’s hand tighter, trying to fight the unease and the 
apprehension forming inside my chest, even though he’s stroking my palm 
in that soothing way of his. 


“Still can’t take her off the suspect list. Who else?” Raph speaks in his self- 
assured way. 


“The other cousin?” Michael suggests. 
“Jasper Penn,” Gabe declares while tapping on his phone. 


“A politician with an ex-con for a cousin who murdered his pedophile 
brother doesn’t scream trustworthy,” Raph voices what everybody is 
thinking. It still makes me wince inwardly. 


“That’s soap-opera crazy,” I hear Ollie’s whisper from the phone. 
“Bloody ghastly,” Lori comments much louder. 


“You’re such a tactless fucker!” Ramiel bites out, looking at Raph. His 
brother’s empty green eyes jump to mine for a moment. There’s no remorse 
there, but I make sure he sees the lack of sympathy in mine. Then Michael 
grabs his face and animatedly starts whispering something to him. Raph’s 
expression turns warm just before he kisses an irritated-looking Michael. 


“I crossed paths with Jasper Penn at some fundraisers; it helps his image for 
his senatorial campaign.” Gabe makes me turn my attention to him. 


“We cross paths with a lot of people at those events.” Uri has put the knife 
back inside his stylish coat and is now checking his perfectly manicured 
nails. 


“Serena, show me all the fundraisers Jasper Penn went to.” Ramiel lets go 
of my hand to leave the chair and move toward the white wall near my 
desk, which is now filled with pictures of my cousin smiling or talking with 
elegant people at different events. I follow him, intrigued by the new tech 
he installed in my house. On the wall, there’re also the names of all the 
guests and employees who were present at each event, a list of the charities, 
documents with details of the donations, and more pictures. 


“Also look for a link, anything peculiar.” 
“Or recurrent,” Uri interjects. 


Serena replies straight away, “I found a reiteration. Jasper Penn always 
donates to one charity.” 


“That doesn’t sound odd. Everybody has a favorite one,” Raph explains. 


“Name?” Michael asks eagerly, he seems really taken by the investigation 
part. Can barely sit still on top of his husband. 


“Young Embrace.” 

Ramiel starts typing on his phone. 

“Tt’s an old charity for disadvantaged children,” Raph says. 

“God, I love your amazing memory.” Michael kisses his husband’s cheek. 
“Only that?” Raph gives him a wicked smile. 


“Jasper probably feels responsible for his brother’s actions. Donating is his 
way to atone for it.” Just as I did with the triplets. I welcomed them into my 
life as a sort of penitence on top of honoring my promise to a friend. Which 
turned out to be beneficial. For all of us. 


“Or maybe it’s just all a pretense to show voters how philanthropic and 
benevolent he is,” Lori suggests. “Politicians are busy bees, always with an 
agenda. Most blokes are.” 


Gabe sends him a long glance. 


“Have you ever seen a volunteer from Young Embrace? Did a kid who was 
helped by the charity ever talk at one of those events?” Rague asks. 


“Don’t think so.” Gabe looks at Uri for confirmation, and he shakes his 
head. 


“No,” Raph confidently replies. 


“It’s because Young Embrace is a shell charity,” Ramiel declares, typing on 
the keyboard of my laptop at an impressive speed. “It was founded twelve 
years ago. The charity’s offshore account was opened by Martin Cox, who 
was an accountant and the son of Mary Clark, an assistant who worked at 
Golden, Penn and Sighy.” 


“My uncle’s law firm?” I ask, confused. 


“T think your uncle used it for money laundering,” Ramiel continues. “He 
had a lot of known criminals for clients. Maybe they forced him, maybe it 
was his idea, or Martin Cox’s. I don’t know, but he was part of it.” 


“Charities are trusted by the general public and can be tax-exempted.” Gabe 
nods. “Did you find large, one-time donations or a series of small ones from 
unidentified sources?” 


“Both,” Ramiel confirms after checking on the screen. 


I try to blink away the shock. Uncle Ray? He was cold and so fucking strict, 
uninterested in anything but public opinion and his job. And now a 
criminal? Is that why he fought with Opal when she announced she wanted 
to be a cop like me? 


“You said that it was founded twelve years ago. My uncle died two years 
later. Did this Martin Cox keep it going?” 


“That’s when Jasper came in. A month after your uncle’s death, your cousin 
started donating money to the charity, and his political ascent began.” 
Ramiel grabs my fingers, but I pull back. 


“Fuck!” I cuss, stroking both my hands over my head and gripping my nape 
hard. So, it’s true. My family is a bunch of fucking criminals. Jesus! Fuck! 


“There’s more.” Ramiel’s eyes are pained, and the sight makes me feel even 
worse. 


“Opal?” I whisper, dreading his answer. 


“She doesn’t seem involved. No link. We still don’t know where she is, 
though.” 


I take a deep breath in, but it doesn’t fucking help. “So what is it?” I bark 
too roughly at him, but I feel like a bomb ready to explode. 


“On the dates Norman Jefferson and Malcom Bindy were murdered, five 
hundred K was transferred from the charity...both times.” 


“The payment for each hit was five hundred K.” I remember the way Jasper 
looked at me in the Costco parking lot. The way he said I looked fine. He 
was surprised. Did he expect me to be dead? Hurt? 


I grit my teeth, and spinning to my left, I vent all my anger on the wall. My 
fist goes through the plaster, tearing a hole. The deafening sound is 
followed by an eerie silence. I pull my bloody fist back and press my 
forehead to the wall. The pain hasn’t registered yet. My hearing is muffled, 
I feel like I’m underwater without any control over my body. 


Until he’s behind me. I smell his cool fragrance first, it wraps around me 
like a balmy blanket. Then Ramiel’s warm palms slide from my lower back 
to my front. His solid body winds around me. His lips kiss between my 
shoulder blades. I close my eyes as I feel his breath through the shirt. I look 
down at his pale hands stroking my pecs with such a gentle touch. 


A ball of emotion builds inside my throat. “Why?” 


“T don’t know. But I will find out,” Ramiel promises me, tightening his grip 
on me. It’s the only thing that holds me steady. His sweet presence near me. 


“Tt could be the cock accountant,” Lori suddenly declares. 
“Martin Cox,” Gabe corrects him. 
Lori continues, “Pll go and ask him some questions.” 


“Do that. Serena will give you the directions to his place,” Ramiel tells him. 
“Raph...” 


“Pll go with him.” Gabe’s words interrupt his. 


There’s silence. 


“Why?” Lori sounds shocked and clearly not happy about it. 


But when I turn my head, Gabe is opening the front door and exiting the 
house without a backward glance. 


“Bloody hell! Why did I leave the club earlier? I could be having fun with 
Ricky Martin’s lost brother right now!” The click of Lori’s heels echoes in 
the living room as he angrily grabs his phone and follows Gabe. “Ollie call 
Super Model. I—” His voice is cut off by the front door closing. 


Ramiel lets me go to check my hand. It fucking aches, my knuckles are split 
and bloody, but I can move my fingers, no broken bones. 


“Michael?” he calls his brother. Michael leaves his husband’s lap to get a 
look. “I’m a doctor,” he tells me. 


“Medical examiner,” Uri corrects him. 
“I went to medical school, you dick!” 


They pull me to the sink and wash my knuckles before Michael grabs an ice 
pack from the freezer and lays it on top of my hand. 


Uri’s phone rings, and as soon as he answers, Rague says, “Malcom Bindy.” 
“He’s dead,” Raph reminds him. 


“The letter, maybe there’s a clue in it regarding Loretta and the words he 
wrote before dying: D-I.” 


Damn, Ramiel asked me to show him, but between the shooting and his 
injury I completely forgot. 


“Can we see it?” Michael asks me. I nod and walk to my desk, opening the 
drawer with my good hand to retrieve it. It’s still in that cheap, brownish 
envelope. 


Ramiel takes it from me and goes over to Michael and Uri. 


“There’s only your name on the envelope. Which means Malcom came in 
person,” Uri notices. 


“Tt was left on my bike outside a supermarket,” I tell them. 


Michael tries to flatten the wrinkled paper. I might have crushed it between 
my hands after realizing what it was. 


“His writing is a mess,” Ramiel states while taking a picture of it. “Rague, I 
sent it to you.” 


“T couldn’t read it well either,” I tell him. 
Michael gives it a try. “I know the truth. After all...these years—I loan?” 
“No, I think that’s an f and a u...found. I found,” Uri says. 


I don’t remember that. But I was upset when I started reading it and shoved 
the letter in the drawer as soon as I got home, never wanting to see it again. 


It was stupid of me since it could have been helpful to resolve this mess. I 
get behind Ramiel’s shoulders to look at the piece of paper. 


“T found... Damn, I can’t read this word. His hand must have been 
shaking.” Michael huffs. 


“He was a drug addict, and this letter is about his best friend’s death. He 
must have been very upset when he wrote it,” Ollie utters. 


“...and there’s new information about what...” Rague’s deep voice stops. 
“He should have just told you face to face,” Raph unhelpfully declares. 
“_,. happened,” Michael adds. “Why did u—” 

“...do it? Why did you do it, Hunter?” Uri finishes. 

Fuck! I remember this part. 

“Loretta’s...cult?” Ramiel’s brows are wrinkling with the effort. 


“Guilt,” I correct him without the need to read it. Those words are 
imprinted in my head. “Loretta’s guilt killed her, not the drugs,” I finish. 


“Why did she feel guilty?” Ramiel turns to me. My eyes are closed, but I 
feel his body shifting in front of me. “Hunter?” 


When I look at him, his gold-brown eyes are almost shining, demanding the 
whole truth. 


“That evening, when I arrived at St. Joseph’s, I did hear Loretta and Cal, 
but...” 


“You didn’t kill him. She did.” Uri takes the words out of my mouth. 


“What?” Michael almost screams, making Raph move quickly to pull him 
into his arms. 


“I knew it.” Uri has a small smirk on his face, like he’s fucking proud of 
himself. 


Ramiel’s nostrils are flaring, his gaze full of fire and...betrayal. “Why? 
Why didn’t you tell me?” 


ep? 


He doesn’t let me talk. “I had my suspicions after seeing the pics from the 
crime scene. Cal fell too close to the pulpit because Loretta pushed him off, 
not you. Hell, you never said anything, Hunter! You should have told me.” 


“I never lied to you,” I stupidly blurt out, copying his earlier words. It’s just 
a self-defense impulse. 


His bitter laugh is like a stab to the heart. “Right. I should have asked you 
point blank: did you kill your cousin?” 


“Yes!” I say vehemently. “That’s what I replied every single time I was 
asked...by the police, my family, my colleagues, my cellmates. Every- 
fucking-body. Because nobody should ever know she did it.” 


“Why?” Ramiel asks with a quiver in his voice. 


“Because I would’ve done it if Loretta hadn’t. Worse! I would’ve torn every 
single limb off him and waited for him to bleed to death in the fucking 
house of his God. A blind God, that let a priest rape and abuse innocent 
children.” I’m panting. My chest is heaving, and my throat hurts, but I keep 
going, looking straight at Ramiel. There’s nobody else in the room but me 
and him. “I saw Cal’s body fall from the pulpit, and when I looked up, there 
was Loretta. Her big, frightened brown eyes spilling tears, her ponytail half 
loose, her jean jacket and t-shirt torn at the shoulder. She looked so fucking 


lost and scared and young. I told her to leave, to leave and never come 
back. That I would take care of it.” 


“And she did,” Michael whispers. 


“Tt didn’t matter, did it? She killed herself a year later. Couldn’t live with 
it.” I stroke the two bracelets on my wrists. “You are the first person I ever 
talked to about it, Ramiel. The only person I wanted to tell the truth to.” 


“So why didn’t you?” he retorts. His soft, breaking voice grips at my 
insides. 


“Because it’s my sword of Damocles to carry, nobody else’s.” 


“You’re an idiot!” Ramiel suddenly punches me hard in the chest. And then 
again. “A huge, grizzly asshole!” Another strong punch and another. And I 
let him. Because I know I deserve his anger. “You don’t get it do you? What 
I have been doing all this time? Fucking helping you! Trying to protect you, 
you dick! I couldn’t give a furry crack of a rat’s ass about your sword. My 
numbness is gone... Gone!” he bites out. “And do you know why? Because 
I needed to feel you. You! I needed to be complete for you, with you, to 
share everything. You made me fucking whole again, Hunter. I give 
everything to you. And you don’t!” 


His confession is tearing me apart and making me so damn happy at the 
same time. “I’m sorry, Red.” I try to cup his cheek, but he slaps my hand 
away. 


“You’re sorry?” he mocks me. “Sorry isn’t fucking enough!” He tries to 
shove me back, but I’m bigger than him. “Sorry isn’t the damn truth.” He 
tries again. “Sorry isn’t I love you,” he growls in my face, grabbing the 
collar of my shirt. 


“I do fucking love you!” I snarl and grab his hair, tilting his head back to 
take in his beautiful red locks, darker stubble, bright eyes, and kiss-swollen 
lips. He’s so fucking mine. Mine. My feisty Ramiel. 


“Pm the one in love here. And I want to hurt you so much right now, so 
you’ll know a small fraction of the pain you gave me when you fucking lied 
to me!” 


Red really knows how to pack a punch. 


“T didn’t lie to you. And your love is damn reciprocated.” My forehead falls 
on his. Our breaths mix. His hands slide under my shirt, nails digging 
painfully into my skin. 


He loves me. 


“Omission is a form of lying.” Michael’s soft voice reminds me we are not 
alone. 


“This again, babe?” Raph tells him. 
“Did they just confess their love for each other?” Ollie asks. 


A phone starts ringing. “Lori is calling.” Michael pushes the speaker button 
on his cell. 


“Bones, is everybody listening? Because this is bonkers!” 
“Yes,” Michael replies. 


“The cock accountant talked like the proverbial canary bird—double-pun 
intended.” Lori giggles. “He admitted he created the shell charity for 
Magnum P.I.’s uncle to help some of his clients with money laundering and 
himself to evade taxes. When he died, the cousin took his place. He ordered 
the hits. I’m sorry, Magnum.” 


“Me too.” Ollie’s words are followed by an agreeing grunt from Rague. 


“Oh, we made the cock accountant cancel the hit on you,” Lori adds, but I 
barely register his voice. 


Jasper really wants me dead. Dead. 


Anger is slowly rising inside my gut again. He looked me in the eye, that 
fucking piece of shit murderous liar, straight in the eye and shook my hand. 
And then kept trying to kill me. Even put Ramiel in danger. And that 
fucking turns me ballistic. It makes me crave vengeance. 


Thankfully, Jasper doesn’t know about the boys or where I live. My post- 
prison alienation and his exigency to have a scandal-free career kept my life 
hidden. Even Opal has only seen the triplets briefly once or twice. 


“What’s happening?” Lori asks from Michael’s phone. “Bones, be my 
eyes!” 


I start to lift my head, but Ramiel doesn’t let me. He pulls me down and 
gives me a deep, passionate kiss. Ending it with a bite. When he lets my lip 
go, I’m panting. “I love you, Hunter Bear. I got you.” 


My heart skips a few beats as I read the wholehearted emotion in his face. 
And in that moment, I promise myself that Pll never let anything happen to 
him again. I’ll protect him. And if I need to be his damn shadow, so be it. 


“They were kissing,” Michael whispers, leaning toward his phone. 


“Did Reacher just say he loves Magnum?” Lori’s voice is window- 
shattering high. “Are they doing it? Bollocks! Tell me. Details! Gabe, let 
go. It’s my phon—’” His voice is cut off as the line dies. 


“Tt says diary,” Raph suddenly says, pointing at the letter. “I found Loretta’s 
diary, and there’s new information,” he reads. 


“Oh my God! It’s true. Loretta’s diary!” Ollie exclaims. “This is better than 
a SOap opera.” 


“D-I, the letters Malcom was writing with his blood were for diary.” 
Michael kisses his husband soundly on the lips. 


“Malcom found and read her diary. She must have written in there that she 
killed the priest.” Ramiel snaps his fingers. 


“And some new information. We need to find that diary!” Michael says. 


“We’ll go to Malcom’s place and look for it,” Raph declares as he pulls his 
husband toward the door. 


“He had more than one place where he crashed. Ask Gabe and Lori to check 
as well,” Ramiel tells them. 


“We’ll use Serena’s help. Keep in touch!” Michael says before the door 
closes. 


“What I don’t understand is, why now? Why did Jasper order the hits 
now?” Uri wonders. “Years after you got out.” 


“Let’s find out,” I growl, turning to my jacket to get my phone. 
“What are you doing?” Ramiel asks as I start typing a message. 


“Ending this.” I send it. “I texted him to meet me at St. Joseph’s in four 
hours.” 


“Its one a.m.,” Uri states the obvious. But one thing I remember about 
Jasper is that he suffers from insomnia. 


“We need a foolproof plan!” Ramiel announces. “And I’m coming with 
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you. 


Panic tightens around my chest, pushing the next words out of my mouth. 
“Stay out of it, Red! You owe me. Remember our deal. This is it, what I 
want. Stay the fuck out of it.” I grit my teeth, trying to find some measure 
of calm, but it eludes me. 


Pm not an emotionally overreactive person. Generally, I have a good grip 
on my emotions; hiding them is a skill I had to learn fast in prison. I’ve 
always been steady as a rock in times of danger or trouble. But add Ramiel 
in the mix and the possibility of losing him, and all my calmness goes out 
the window. 


“No!” Of course, my feisty boyfriend fights back. Any other time, his 
battling disposition would start a fire in my loins, and he’d be under me, 
screaming my fucking name. But this is too risky, and he needs to back off. 


“I’m yours as much as you are mine, Grizzly, and if you think PII let you go 
alone to the place you still have nightmares about, you are insane!” 


How the fuck does he know that? Did he hear me screaming in my sleep? 
I snarl. He answers with a growl. 


“Red, I can’t let anything happen to you.” My hands fall on his hips, 
gripping him, bruising his fair skin as I pull him closer to my chest. 
“You’ve been in danger because of me so many fucking times already. You 
got shot.” 


“Just a scratch.” He cups my face, forcing my eyes on his. “This is what I 
do. You have to trust me, Hunter Bear. Can you?” 


I want to. So much. I know he needs it, all of me. And I need to give myself 
to him if I want to have a shot at us. The panic is still riding me, screaming 
that I lock Ramiel in my room until I’ve dealt with Jasper. But I can’t do 
that. I need to trust him. 


I let a long sigh out and nod at him. His triple-dimple smile assuages my 
fears...a little. 


“You seem to forget we are not alone.” He waves at his brother. Uri just 
stares at me with his empty gaze. 


But is this what it means to have people who have your back no matter 
what? 


“We need coffee.” Uri stands up and walks to my coffee machine. 
“Do you know how to use it?” I ask him. 
“He owns a fuck ton of restaurants. He knows,” Rague lets me know. 


“We need to go. Be careful! And let us know if you need us.” Ollie yawns 
and Rague grunts before they hang up. 


“Serena, show me the blueprints of St. Joseph’s Church please.” Ramiel 
moves to the wall again. 


The glass door opens, and Ash suddenly walks into the living room rubbing 
his eyes, gray sweats low on his hips, blond hair sticking out on one side. 
“What the fuck is going on? Lori woke me the fuck up!” 


“Go back to sleep.” I look at him. Dare and Ren pop into my head as well. 
They’re my family now. And Ramiel. I need them to be safe. 


“Who the hell is that?” Ignoring my order, he points at Uri. Damn, will he 
ever learn good manners? 


“Ramiel’s brother.” Uri surprises me with his unfazed reply. 


“You can tell by the obvious resemblance, Ash,” Ramiel teases him. Ash 
looks unamused while studying Uri’s dreads and multiple piercings and 
tattoos on his hand. “Nice ink,” he tells him before muttering, “it’s like an 
infestation of locusts.” 


He grabs a big bottle of coke from the fridge and turns toward the glass 
door, dragging his feet. 


“Interesting,” Uri comments. 


“He’ll grow on you...like a fungus you can’t remove,” Ramiel jokes. Those 
tasty dimples appear as he attempts at stifling his smile while gesturing me 
to come closer. 


My phone beeps. 


Jasper: Come alone. 


I slide my hand into my pocket of my jeans and feel the soft lace of 
Ramiel’s panties. I grip them tightly. 


Whatever happens in that church, I will end this. And protect what’s mine at 
all costs. 
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“Clear.” I hear Uri’s voice through my earpiece. He’s with old Betsy, his 
favorite rifle, on the roof of one of the buildings facing the church, covering 
our backs in case Jasper decides to play dirty and tries to kill Hunter again. 


“Clear,” Gabe echoes as Lori adds, “And crystal.” They are lying in wait in 
another building. I don’t know what exactly Gremlin is doing here. They 
went to two different addresses where Malcom could have kept the diary 
but didn’t find anything. 


Michael and Raph have almost reached the last one, Malcom’s old trailer 
park home. 


Hunter and I leave my Porsche two blocks from St. Joseph’s and start 
walking, when Serena says, “I found Opal Penn’s car.” 


Hunter stops so abruptly that I stumble to a stop, almost colliding with his 
back. 


“There!” He jogs toward a white Corolla a few feet away from us, almost 
hidden behind an old dumpster. “It’s Opal’s.” He points at the little disco 
ball hanging from the rearview mirror. 


“She’s here?” I look around but can’t spot her. It’s four fifty in the morning, 
still dark. There are only two streetlamps illuminating the opposite side of 
the block and the empty church’s car parking lot far ahead. This 


impoverished area is not frequented, especially this early in the morning. 
There’s not much around. Just a few neglected buildings, trash littering the 
cracked, smelly road, a couple of rusted cars among other, beat-up ones, 
and an unkempt park. It was never a great neighborhood, but it turned into a 
ghost town after the murdered priest scandal. 


“I don’t see anybody,” Uri says. 
“Me neither,” Gabe confirms. 


“Maybe she’s inside the church,” Lori suggests. It seems the most viable 
explanation. 


I see Hunter clenching his fists, dread and fury gripping his face. I don’t 
want to leave him like this, but he needs to go inside alone. 


I grab his nape and pull him down. He lets me. “Grizzly, whatever is 
waiting for you inside, remember the plan. We are here to back you up.” I 
say it on his lips before giving him a quick kiss filled with all the emotions 
he awakens in me. He answers with the same passion and squeezes my ass 
cheek hard. I feel his gun pressing against my torso. 


“Be careful, Red. Want this ass later.” His words are cocky, but his worried 
eyes are a whole other story. 


“Never say no to a good pounding.” Lori’s life advice slithers between us, 
pulling us apart. “Don’t move away! I want more Eros, but this time, 
Reacher, wrap one leg around him and twist those hips.” 


“We’re here to stop a criminal and a murderer.” Gabe’s monotone voice 
makes Lori huff a “sorry.” 


“Later!” I wink at Hunter and then dart toward St. Joseph’s east side, trying 
to keep myself in shadow until I stop and duck behind a small wall twenty 
feet from the church. I need to reach the broken window thirty feet up the 
brick wall that will allow me to get inside. I need to perform a wall run, a 
climb up, and a roll. Which sounds easy, but it’s fucking not on a barely 
standing, old as fuck church. 


“Okay. It’s parkour time. I’m going in,” I say in the bracelet’s mic on my 
wrist before sprinting toward the church. I push my left foot on the side of a 


column and use it to give me a boost up the wall. I walk up using my bare 
hands for the first time, and it’s actually better for grip than using gloves. 
The holes in the broken bricks and some pieces of stone jutting out of the 
wall make the climb faster as I go quickly up. The balcony on this side has 
collapsed, leaving only the long stone beams. I jump and grab one with both 
hands, then I take a big breath and haul myself up. My biceps are bulging, 
pulling up the whole weight of my body until my chest is on top of the 
stone. I move up the rest of the way and stand on the beam. The broken 
window is five feet above me. I move my right foot to the next beam when I 
suddenly feel my left one dropping as the long stone collapses and falls to 
the ground with a crashing sound. I stretch my arms out, trying to keep my 
balance as I push my weight forward. 


“Are you okay? What was that?” I hear the deep alarm in Hunter’s voice. 
“Pm okay,” I pant. “Where are you?” 

“About to enter the church. You?” 

“Almost in.” 

“I have eyes on Hunter,” Uri says. 

“Bros...keep him safe.” My voice is not as steady as I wished it would be. 
“Got him,” Uri replies. 

“Nothing will happen to him,” Gabe assures me. 

“We got your back, Jacks!” Lori confirms. 


I bend my knees and launch myself up, using my upper-body strength to 
grip the window trim with both hands. A piece of broken glass cuts my 
palm, but I don’t let go. I swing my right leg up and haul my ass over the 
window, being careful to avoid other sharp pieces. 


I crouch down. I’m in the bathroom on the second floor. Someone must 
have slept here. There are dirty blankets covered with dust in the corner and 
old beer cans. 


My hand is bleeding and hurts like fucking hell. I tear a piece of fabric off 
my sleeve and wrap it around the wound, but it doesn’t really matter now. 


Hunter is what I need to focus on. 


“What are you doing here?” The surprise in his voice makes me unsheathe 
my knife from the holster on my back and move toward the broken door. 


“Shhhh! I hacked Jasper’s phone.” Opals voice reaches me through 
Hunter’s earbud. So she is in the church! 


“I have old Betsy on her, just give me the go,” Uri says. 

“Uri, wait!” Hunter scream-whispers, lifting his bracelet near his lips. 
“Who’re you talking to?” Opal asks. 

“Its not important. Why did you hack Jasper’s phone?” 


“We found a body in a warehouse yesterday, a young guy, who I took in a 
couple of times for possession and gun dealing. Malcom Bindy,” she starts 
to explain. 


“Bullocks!” Lori cusses in my ear as I move to the baluster. 


Shards of glass crunch under my sneakers even though I try to avoid them. I 
lean over the stone railing, but I’m only able to see Hunter from my 
position. The floor caved in, and I can’t move any further. I need to think of 
a way to get down to him. 


“I thought I saw Jasper arguing with him at the Milton hotel where the 
police fundraiser was held. The one I told you about. I was leaving the 
bathroom, and I heard raised voices from the back entrance. It was just a 
glance, so I didn’t think much of it. But then I found Malcom dead a few 
days later, and when I asked Jasper, he denied the whole thing. But I knew 
he was lying. I could feel it. Call it a cop intuition or a woman one, I just 
knew it!” She sounds agitated. “So, I went back to the hotel and checked 
the video from the back entrance, and it was Malcom who Jasper grabbed 
and shoved outside. He didn’t look like himself, Hunt. It was like his body 
was possessed by something ugly. The smirk on his face...” 


“The plot thickens like my grandma’s béchamel,” Lori remarks. 


“She sounds sincere,” Gabe says. 


“What did they argue about?” Hunter asks. He’s wearing his void mask. 
“T couldn’t tell. But whatever they discussed made Jasper furious.” 
“Ask her why she didn’t come,” I tell Hunter. 

“Why didn’t you show up yesterday?” 


“Someone has been following me. I’m not being paranoid, I swear.” I see 
her hand grabbing Hunter’s arm. 


I don’t fucking like it. I don’t trust her. I need to get to him. 


“And then the captain told me I was off Malcom Bindy’s case. A 
coincidence?” 


“There are no coincidences,” Hunter and Opal say at the same time, and I 
see Grizzly’s blank mask cracking slightly. 


“I know there’s something going on. And I didn’t want to involve you. I’m 
sorry I didn’t contact you to cancel, but I went underground to get to the 
bottom of this.” 


Her explanation seems consistent. But I can’t trust her until I examine all 
the facts. 


“Serena, check if what she said is true.” 
“On it.” 
“I think she’s being bloody honest,” Lori says. 


I look down and see a column on the left of the baluster I can use to slide 
down. I sheathe the knife again and leave my phone there on the ground. I 
grab the railing. With a vault my body goes over it, twists to the left, and 
dives down. My knees and arms wrap around the column as I slowly glide 
down. The friction hurts my palms and my inner thighs—the worn-out 
fabric of my jeans doesn’t shield me much. The column trembles slightly 
but holds my weight until I land as silently as I can on my feet. 


“Tm on the ground floor,” I whisper into the bracelet mic to let Hunter 
know I’m close. 


“I see you,” Gabe states. 
“You’re like Batman.” Lori lets out a whoop. 


I keep myself hidden behind a wall while I look around. Every surface I see 
is coated in dust and dirt. I can still clearly spot the large, dark, dried blood 
stain on the floor where the priest fell from the pulpit. 


“Bones and Bully Boy found the diary!” Lori suddenly exclaims. He’s 
talking on the phone with Michael and Raph. “They are saying that the 
diary is bloody thick, they need some time to go through it. But Loretta 
wrote about two people molesting her. The priest and the other man who 
liked to watch.” 


What the fuck? 

“No,” I hear Hunter breathe out. 

“No? Why did you ask Jasper to meet you here?” Opal asks Hunter. 
“I—” Hunter stops talking and spins around. 


“T didn’t know this was a family reunion.” Jasper Penn is ten feet away 
from them. He’s holding a gun, pointing it right at Hunter’s chest. 


Terror infiltrates my chest and spreads like a horrific disease, taking my 
sanity and my breath away, rushing through my veins, infecting all my 
organs. A pounding fills my ears, and a sick feeling takes hold of my gut. I 
nearly lose my shit and reveal my presence when Hunter moves slightly to 
the right to shield Opal. It makes me love him even more and want to punch 
him in the face for putting himself in harm’s way. Stupid motherfucking 
hero complex. 


“Where the fuck did he come from?” Uri snarls. 


“Not even Serena detected him,” Gabe says. How the fuck is that possible? 
Opal must have been in the church already, but Jasper? Was he hiding? 


“Jasper, what are you doing?” Opal sounds shocked. 


“What I should have done a long time ago,” Jasper scoffs. “Raise your 
shirts and show me there are no wires underneath.” 


“I can take him out.” Uri is ready. 


But Hunter moves his head slowly, signing a no while showing his cousin 
his bare chest and back. Fuck! 


I need to trust him just as he did me. I grab the handle of the knife at my 
back and slowly take it out. I should have let Gabe come inside, he’s a 
robotic fucker, but the king of tossing blades. 


After Opal pulls her shirt down again, Jasper orders them to slide their 
phones and guns toward him. They both do, and Jasper kicks the weapons 
away and stomps the hell out of the phones until I hear a crack. 


“That was new,” Opal groans. 


“How did you get in?” Hunter asks him, using the coldest tone I’ve ever 
heard from him. 


Now I know what Opal meant when she talked about an ugly smirk. 
Jasper’s lips curl into a cruel sneer. “A tunnel.” 


A tunnel? 


“There was no tunnel in the blueprints, we checked,” Uri says. “Serena look 
for older blueprints of St. Joseph’s Church.” 


“How do you know about the tunnel?” Opal asks, an ominous feeling falls 
among the cold walls of the church. 


Jasper huffs with annoyance. “Always too curious for your own good, sister 
dear. You had to put your nose where it doesn’t belong. I told you to let it 
go, but no, you had to check the hotel camera feed, didn’t you?” He clicks 
his tongue in disappointment. “I never understood why our father 
acknowledged you.” 


“Me neither, since he didn’t give a fuck about me,” she mutters. “What did 
you do, Jasper?” 


He grips the gun tighter, and I almost give Uri the order to shoot. 


“You don’t get it yet? You’re such a mediocre detective. That little bitch 
ruined everything the evening she killed Cal. Everything! We had such a 


good thing going. Nobody suspected us.” 


Motherfucker! Did he just admit he abused children with his brother? That 
he is the other guy from Loretta’s diary? 


“Us?” Hunter’s body starts to tremble, his nostrils are flaring, eyes blazing. 
His fury expanding around him like a tangible, living thing. 


“I hated you for so many years!” Jaspers snarls at Hunter. “Wanted to see 
you dead for killing Cal. For ruining my entertainment. But I knew an ex- 
cop in a prison was a fate even worse than death. So, I let it be. When you 
got out, I had found other ways to enjoy my little hobby, and you were so 
weak and pathetic. Revenge wasn’t tantalizing anymore.” He waves the gun 
before pointing it at Hunter again. “Then that fucking letter arrived.” 


“He got a letter too,” Gabe voices. Malcom wrote two letters then. 
“That girl died, but she was still giving me problems.” Loretta. 


“Why did you order a hit on her father?” Hunter growls so viciously, I can 
barely understand him. 


“Because at first, I thought it was him who sent me the letter. My mistake. 
In my defense the letter was anonymous, just like the one you received. Yes, 
the junkie told me.” Malcom. “He was waiting for me outside the bathroom 
in that hotel, accusing me of ruining Loretta’s life and trying to blackmail 
me. Idiot! He figured out who I was from her stupid diary. Found it in an 
old box her father sent him. So, he had to die, and you as well. It’s only 
poetic justice that it will happen here, don’t you think?” He points at the 
bloodstain on the floor. 


“Did you order a hit on Hunter too?” Opal’s voice is a weak whisper, her 
hand is squeezing Hunter’s arm. She looks deeply upset. 


Jasper arrogantly raises a brow at her. “He’s a damn P.I., I knew it was just 
a matter of time for him to start sniffing around, and I have a career to 
protect. Though, you have to see how incompetent both of you are at your 
jobs. You never suspected a thing about Cal and me.” 


I need to kill him. Now! 


“Nobody did!” Opal finds her voice again, pushing away from Hunter. 
“You’re so twisted inside, fucking sick. You disgust me, just as Cal did.” 
She spits on the floor. 


“Bold statement when you have a gun aimed at you.” I see that unpleasant 
smirk on Jasper’s face just before he pulls the trigger. The thunderous sound 
reverberates along the church nave, making my heart stop beating. 


I go from feeling terrified, frantic, fucking furious, bordering unhinged, and 
deranged to being utterly numb. My hand doesn’t hurt anymore. I can’t feel 
the soft cotton fabric of my shirt on my skin, nor my jeans. The ache in my 
muscles is gone. The cold temperature doesn’t affect me, the drops of sweat 
rolling down my spine disappear. Can’t smell the stale, moldy air anymore. 
I have the urge to accept this nonetheless. Because if something happened 
to Hunter, the pain would be too devastatingly excruciating for me to 
survive. 


Then Opal stumbles and grunts in pain. I see a red spot taking shape on her 
green sweater at shoulder height. “Fuck!” she screams. Hunter moves 
quickly to push his palm over the wound, sending a homicidal glare at 
Jasper. 


My eyes slide up and down his body. He’s fine. He’s fine. The words keep 
echoing inside my head, and a shower of sensations abruptly falls on me. I 
almost jump out of my skin at the sudden, very shocking full-sensory 
onslaught. I have to steady myself against the wall as the weight of all those 
feelings pushes heavy in my head and on my body. 


“Opal needs to move. I don’t have a clear shot.” Uri says. 
“Me neither. The column is shielding Jasper,” Gabe lets me know. Fuck! 


“This is getting out of hand,” Uri utters my thoughts. I tried to let Hunter 
control the situation, but now it’s time for plan B. 


“Serena, go,” I whisper. 


“You’re surrounded!” The AI voice suddenly resounds in the church, 
making Jasper jerk back in surprise. “Drop your weapon. We recorded 
every word you said.” 


He’s backing up, looking around, waving the gun, trying to detect where the 
voice is coming from, but the echoing acoustics of the church make it 
harder. 


“You’re finished. Drop the gun now, or you’re dead.” Serena’s words float 
down to us from my phone on the second floor. 


Two red dots appear on his chest from Gabe’s and Uri’s rifles. “I’m not the 
only one with red on me, motherfucker!” Opal barks at him, making him 
look down at his torso. 


Jasper still has his weapon up, and I know desperate men can turn illogical 
when panic assaults them. So I take a deep breath, thinking, this is it. 


This is my moment. 


I grab my knife by the blade, feeling the metal between my fingers, letting 
the coldness seep into my skin. My eyes laser focus on Jasper and his 
hideous, malicious face. I slowly push the air out of my lungs as I aim my 
knife at his black heart and toss it. As if in slow motion, I watch the blade 
flying toward him, rapidly spearing the air and hitting...the column to his 
far left. 


Really? So much for my fucking moment. 
“Blimey O’Reilly” I hear Lori whisper. 


I see the exact moment Jasper spots me. The gun moves my way, but before 
he can shoot, a bullet hits his shoulder—Uri?— shoving him backward, and 
then with a bear-like roar, Hunter tackles his cousin hard to the floor. The 
pistol slides away under one of the broken pews. 


Grizzly snarls in his cousin’s face as he lifts him from the lapels of his 
jacket and slams him back on the hard floor. “I will kill you if it’s the last 
thing I do.” He then proceeds to pound Jasper’s face and chest. 


“That’s hot,” I choke out. 


“Help me,” Opal yells at me as she tries to stop him, but Hunter is too lost 
to it. 


“Let him have his revenge,” I tell her, using my hand in the air to signal my 
bros that everything is fine. “He needs to vent.” 


Opal looks back at Hunter with a deep furrow between her brows. But she 
seems to listen to me when, with a groan, she picks her and Hunter’s guns 
up from the floor and walks toward me. 


She’s almost as tall as me, her skin is lighter than my grizzly’s, but they 
have the same high cheekbones and dark brown eyes. 


“Who the hell are you?” she asks, wincing as she stands next to me. 


“Tm Rami, Hunter’s boyfriend.” It’s the first time I introduce myself like 
that, and I fucking like it. “May I?” I point at her wound. 


She nods. “Boyfriend?” 


“Tt’s new,” I tell her as I pull the collar of her shirt down to check the injury. 
The bullet went through. 


“Uri, Opal needs to see a doctor,” I say into the bracelet. 
“Coming,” he replies. 


She lets a whistle go. “You’re the game creator Hunter asked me to check 
out.” She seems to have just recognized me. So that’s how Hunter Bear got 
the information on me. 


I need to install an alert that lets me know when people are looking me or 
anybody else in my family up online. 


“Yes. And that’s all you need to know since you’re a cop. Trust me,” I tell 
her. 


“Well, whatever this is and whoever you guys are...thank you,” she breaths 
out, and I nod. 


“Magnum P.I., I think he’s out,” Lori’s voice pierces the church air, and 
Hunter finally stops the beating. His chest heaves as he stands up. After 
gifting the unconscious body a final hard kick, his eyes dart around until 
they stop on me. 


Those obsidian pools suck me in just like the first time I met him. 


He walks to me with that long-legged, confident gait. He looks like a 
predator engaging his prey. His big lips are stretched in a long line, hands 
flexing at his sides, chest quickly rising and falling. As he reaches me, he 
grabs my nape and yanks me to him, crushing his lips over mine, delivering 
a hard, almost punishing kiss. 


“We had a plan!” He growls when he’s done devouring me, and I’m panting 
—and hard as steel. 


“Tt changed.” I stroke his smooth back, pausing my fingers over an old scar. 


He grits his teeth, clearly not happy about my reply. “We’ll talk about this 
later,” he hisses. 


“Tf that means that you’ll vent all this anger on my ass... yes, please!” That 
makes him growl low and viciously once again. His fingers painfully sink 
into my ass cheek. 


“Sexy, furious grizzly,” I murmur on his skin as I bite his chin. He pulls my 
hand from under his shirt and looks at the bloody cloth around my palm. 


“Tt’s just a small cut,” I reassure him as I witness the concern filling his 
gaze. 


“T’m fine, by the way!” Opal huffs, as Lori passes her a bandage to apply to 
her shoulder. 


Hunter moves his eyes to her and shrugs with a forced half smile. “I know 
you are. You’re the Truth Whisperer!” he teases her. 


“Tt still fucking hurts, butthead!” she barks at him. 


Hunter’s smile drops as he looks around. His gaze stops for a few seconds 
on the old dark spot on the church floor and then moves to Jasper’s body. 
Gabe is tying his hands and feet. 


“What the fuck just happened?” Hunter strokes his head. Now both of his 
hands have cuts and bruises. 


“Ramiel’s atrocious aim almost got him killed, and you bloody hammered 
your repulsive cousin to the floor after you found out he enjoyed watching 


his priest brother ruin children’s lives,” Lori replies with a succinct 
summary of the last fifteen minutes. 


“Thanks for the recap, little one,” Opal scoffs. 
“Anytime.” Lori smiles brightly at her. 


“And yes, your aim is incredibly shitty.” She sinks an imaginary knife into 
my bruised ego—still stings. 


“I distracted him, didn’t I? What did you do? Got shot!” I remind her. 


“I kept him talking, didn’t I? Hence, the Truth Whisperer,” she retorts. “I 
want to know everything, Hunter.” 


“And after he tells you, you’ll forget all about it. You never saw us. Any of 
us.” Uri stares at Opal until she nods in understanding. 


“You guys saved my life. And with my forgetful memory, we are even,” she 
states. 


“Let’s get out of here.” Hunter wraps his heavy, warm arm around my 
shoulders and pushes me toward the exit. I lace my fingers with his, being 
careful of his cuts, and smile up at him. 


He brushes a finger over my cheek. “You need to shave, I can’t see my 
triple-dimple smile well.” 


“Your what?” I frown as he grins, and all thoughts are...poof! Gone. 


Except...“Wait! My phone.” 


HUNTER 


There’s a golden plaque over the glass door that says FUNS room, but it 
looks more like a torture chamber than an entertaining one. There's a table 
full of sharp tools on the left, a large squared sink on the back and Jasper 
tied down to a metal chair, naked, gagged, bloody, and bruised. The sight 
doesn’t repulse me. He deserves what he’s about to get. And so much 
fucking more. 


What confuses me are the plastic sheets covering the floor and walls. 
They’re yellow with little palm trees. I turn to the lab where Rami is 
happily hugging Michael, and a smirk hitches up my lips. 


“You must be Hunter.” A woman in her sixties is slowly coming down the 
stairs. Her black hair with a few white strands is tied in a perfect knot at her 
nape. She looks too thin, but her gaze is firm and resolute. “I’m Meg,” she 
introduces herself. Her smile is open and sincere. 


“Ramiel’s foster mother.” 
She nods. “How are you feeling?” She looks at Jasper. 
I grind my teeth. “Ready.” 


“So, you don’t have a problem with...this?” I know what this means. The 
family side business. 


When we first arrived here, I actually realized how deeply serious this 
family is about their...vigilante business. They have a base to carry out the 
operations, with a well-equipped lab, a tech corner, and a torture room. 
Their system works perfectly, and they’re actually doing good—in a 
nonconventional, idiosyncratic, outlandish way. 


“T see a group of men trying to balance an unfair world.” I look down at my 
roughed-up hands. They have a lot of blood on them. “Sometimes, you need 
to dirty yourself up to wash away the filth surrounding you.” 


“What you did for that girl was a heroic act. If only what motivated you 
was mostly saving her and not your unreasonable guilt,” Meg says, like 
she’s seeing right through me. 


“So, this is Rami’s boyfriend and anchor.” Anchor? A short woman with 
blue eyes, a petite figure, and an amused smirk walks our way. “Let me 


look at you.” She whistles, sliding her astute eyes all over my body. 


“Linda, lay off him!” Ramiel comes out of the lab and curls himself around 
my side, swathing me like a warm blanket and melting my dark thoughts 
away. My dick twitches at his nearness, even though both his mothers are 
here. 


Linda raises her hands in the air. “Just getting to know the man who turned 
you into a real boy!” she teases, but her smile looks full of gratitude. 


“He does look like the fairy with turquoise hair. His black wound might be 
thicker though!” Lori jokes, stopping near the FUNS room door. “Your 
asshole cousin is waking up.” 


We all turn to Jasper, who’s frantically looking around while futilely pulling 
against the restraints around his wrists and ankles. 


“Kids! Uriel, Sariel, Raphael, Gabriel, Michael, it’s time,” Meg calls them. 
Kids? 


“Those are the Angels of Wrath’s names, from the New Testament,” I 
observe. 


Linda nods. “The Book of Revelation. It fits, don’t you think?” 


It actually does. Ramiel told me they had angel names, but I didn’t make the 
connection with the Angels of Wrath. In the New Testament, they bring 
judgment and punishment upon the wicked. 


“Its bloody hilarious!” Lori comments. 


“What did I miss?” Sari comes over with the others. He looks so damn 
delicate with his white skin, lean body, and graceful bearing. Now I 
understand why Uri is so protective of him. 


“Loretta’s diary confirms Cal and Jasper used a tunnel to bring the kids into 
the church from an abandoned house. It had an old tunnel running 
underneath, which was used in the past to smuggle illegal items until the 
railway was moved forty years ago and the church was built on top,” Raph 
says. 


“Jasper or Cal brought the kids through the tunnel, and then Jasper watched 
while Cal... I really couldn’t keep reading. It’s horrifying,” Michael turns 
his head into Raph’s chest. 


“You don’t need to, we know enough. Let the nightmares of the past lay 
still,” Linda utters. 


Ramiel nods. “I checked the video of Malcom and Jasper’s fight, though. 
Serena could extrapolate part of what they were talking about by reading 
their lips.” 


“She can do that?” Uri asks. 
“Yes, she’s a self-evolving AI.” 


“She’s not going to turn into the Terminator, right?” Lori’s brows wrinkle 
while he tries to stifle a yawn. 


Ramiel ignores him. “Malcom went there to confront Jasper. He did 
blackmail him, wanted to start a new life elsewhere and needed the money.” 


“So why did he give me a letter as well?” 


“He was a drug addict, quite unstable. But I think his plan was to get the 
money and then tell you all the truth, hoping you would take care of 
Jasper,” Meg suggests. 


And I would have. I will. 


“Do you want to come with me?” Ramiel asks me, his head tilted up to look 
at me. 


His beautiful bright gold eyes are studying me intently. I can see the whole 
world in them. Our world. And I know I want to share everything with him. 
The good. The bad. The ugly. And the bloody. 


“Of course, my love.” 
“Your love?” he pronounces softly, his voice has a bit of a quiver in it. 


I lower my head and shift my body, shielding us from his family’s curious 
eyes. 


“I have reconsidered my stance on fate.” 
“Yeah?” His brows slightly bunch up. 
“Some things are meant to be. You are for me, Red.” 


His lips turn up in the brightest, most beautiful smile. I lick away the 
solitary tear that is running down his cheek. 


“You know butterflies drink turtle tears?” he whispers, brushing my cheek 
with his fingers. I turn and kiss them. 


“Love your crazy animal facts,” I confess. I really do. 


“Because I’m your love.” His smile turns into a wicked smirk. “Your slutty 
love, who wants to blow that fat cock you’re hiding in your pants.” He still 
puzzles me, I never know what he’s going to say. But my blood heats, and 
that particular appendage thickens. 


“You know we can hear you, right?” Raph huffs. 


“Do this at home. I just want to see some blood before going to bed,” Uri 
adds. 


“Way to ruin the mood,” Ramiel grumbles, turning toward the door and 
tapping in the code. Uri follows us and goes to play with his knife in the 
corner. 


As soon as Jasper sees us, his eyes widen. He says something, but the gag 
in his mouth muffles it. 


“It’s part of the code.” Ramiel points at Uri. “Revenge kills are never done 
alone.” 


The code, right. I need to get a copy of that. 


“Politicians love to blabber all the time. It’s our turn to talk now,” Ramiel 
tells Jasper as he goes to the tool table and chooses a small knife. “The 
strike bird is one of my favorites.” He also grabs an iron stake, stalking 
slowly toward Jasper with a happy smile on his face, which is kind of 
creepy in a situation like this. 


I just stand there and look at Jasper while my gut starts to burn with hatred 
and revenge. He did all those horrifying things for years, hurt a countless 
number of people. He killed Malcom and Loretta’s father and tried with me 
and Opal. And there’s also the fake charity matter. 


I need Ramiel to know one thing before he continues with his bird talk. “T 
will kill him. He’s mine.” 


He glances over at me, eyes narrowed. “I’m yours, nobody else,” he claims 
possessively. Then he nods and turns back to a trembling Jasper. 


My spunky red. 


“As I was saying, the strike bird is fascinating because after catching prey, 
it impales it on thorns, branches, or barbered wire, any available sharp 
point.” Jasper’s fearful eyes follow the stake that Ramiel keeps waving in 
the air as he talks. “Earning the name butcher bird. Then it proceeds to eat 
its prey by dismembering it with its strong beak. Now, personally, I’m not a 
cannibal, but my boyfriend has a dog, and I bet he’d love a juicy, meaty 
bone.” 


I’m pretty sure Ramiel is only saying that to make Jasper piss himself— 
which he’s doing. Fuck, it stinks. 


“That was fast.” Ramiel turns to me for a moment with a disgusted 
expression. 


“Get to the point!” Raph’s bored voice suddenly booms into the room, but 
when I turn around, the glass is tinted, preventing me from seeing who’s 
outside. They thought of everything. 


“Don’t get your panties in a bunch!” Ramiel barks as he lifts the iron stake 
and then swings it down hard. A loud, piercing cry fills the room, and I see 
Jasper’s tearful eyes widen in agony. Drool is rolling down the corners of 
his mouth. 


I am not a bloodthirsty person. For me, it’s always been kill or be killed. I 
just do what I have to do. But in this case, I’m on Ramiel’s side. Jasper 
needs to suffer for what he did, and impaling his dick on an iron stake looks 
like a fit punishment for his sins. 


Then Ramiel moves the knife in his right hand. Is he really going to 
dismember him now? Like the butcher bird? 


Jasper is shivering, his skin is covered in sweat, his glasses have fallen on 
the floor, and he keeps moaning while trying to talk against the gag. He 
jerks back as Ramiel lowers the knife to his pec, but there’s nowhere to go 
as the sharp point starts carving the name LORETTA on his chest. 


“You tried to take what’s mine and now you have to suffer,” he explains 
while the knife keeps moving. 


My fingers brush the beads around my wrist. Fuck, I love my vengeful, 
crazy, sassy man. 


Jasper’s screams and howls lose intensity as Ramiel keeps carving. There’s 
a puddle of blood and piss under the chair now. And it keeps getting bigger. 


I don’t feel any wrongness in what we are doing. Quite the opposite. But I 
know that it’s time to end this. 


“Red,” I call. 


He spins around, showing me he added a bear on Jasper’s stomach. I would 
smile, half-exasperated, half-amused at him if I wasn’t about to kill my 
cousin. 


“My turn,” I tell him. He pouts like I stopped his fun, but lets the bloody 
knife drop on the table. 


I move toward Jasper, feeling both Ramiel’s and Uri’s eyes on me as I stop 
behind him. The stench of body fluids and sweat mixed with the penny 
smell of his blood almost makes me gag. 


His head is lulling, but he jolts and wails when I push a finger inside the 
bullet wound on his shoulder. I wrap my other hand around his chin and jaw 
and bend my torso until Pm ear level, feeling Jasper quivering 
uncontrollably under my fingers. 


“Say fuck you to your brother from me,” I whisper darkly. Not waiting for 
an answer, I pull up, and gripping his face tighter, I yank my arm back and 


give a firm tug. His neck twists. The death-announcing crack rings out in 
the room, and a sense of peace and fairness washes over me. 


Because it’s done. It really is. Loretta, Norman, and Malcom can finally rest 
in peace. 


“Are you okay?” Ramiel reaches me as soon as I let go of Jasper. His hand 
finds mine and starts the stroking. I don’t mind the blood on his fingers or 
mine. I press my forehead to his and take a big gulp of his fresh scent. 


Home. My home. 


“That went from holy shit to zero Superman fast,” Lori comments. The 
glass wall turns transparent, and I see Ramiel’s family staring at us. Linda is 
even clapping, like we gave them a show. 


“Nice carving, Rami,” Raph says. “Much better than Uri’s last one.” 


“No, it isn’t!” Uri sounds offended. “And I used rusted nails and still got a 
sculpted masterpiece of finesse and delicacy.” 


Is he still talking about carving human skin? 
“I wouldn’t call ‘DIE PIG DIE?’ delicacy,” Gabe deadpans. 
“They are both great.” Sari’s sweet, placating attempt goes ignored. 


The debate goes on, and I realize Ramiel is strangely silent. When I look 
down at him, he’s staring at me with that dazed look that means sexy 
business. 


He crosses his arms behind my neck and pulls me down to whisper, “Take 
me home, Grizzly, and keep your promises. Show me who owns this 
fabulous ass.” 


His words dance through my body, and I release a low, feral growl. 


“We need to get rid of the body.” Uri’s voice annoys me greatly, and I snarl 
at him. 


“Okay.” Ramiel giggles, giving me a fast kiss, brown eyes filled with 
mischievousness. “As soon as we get rid of the body, you’ll take me home 
and...do all the rest.” He winks and slaps his own ass. 


Oh, I will. 
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A phone vibrates incessantly somewhere inside my home, pulling me out of 
the very hot dream I was having about a huge, sexy man curled around me. 


Hm. It seems that wasn’t a dream. 


Hunter’s body is plastered to my back, his heavy arm draped over me, large 
hand around my quickly growing dick. His skin feels like a warm silk 
blanket, and his hot breath tickles my head. His intoxicating, smoky, earthy 
scent is always richer in the morning. The steel of his erection pressing 
firmly against my tender ass reminds me how hard he fucked into me last 
night. I’d put on a sheer purple bra for the first time and a matching thong; 
it turned him savage. What remains of that thong is somewhere on the floor, 
but I’m still wearing the bra. 


I wiggle a little until his black mamba nestles into the crease of my ass 
cheeks. I might be sore, but Pll never get enough of his big dick. 


Three weeks have passed since we started this boyfriend thing, and I wake 
up every day feeling blessed and horny as a penguin—yes, penguins are a 
very sexual bunch. It still surprises me that the first thing Hunter looks for 
in the morning is me. If I’m not in his arms, he rolls over and extends his 
hand, reaching blindly for me before he’s even conscious. 


It gets me every time, and something I can’t quite identify, more than love 
—adoration perhaps—crowds the back of my throat before I go snuggle 


inside his warm arms. He didn’t resuscitate only my senses, but my hushed 
heart as well. 


My big teddy bear’s fingers twitch around my dick, and he lets out a deep, 
sleepy growl that tightens my balls and forces pre-cum out of the red tip. 
His cock jerks against my clenching hole, and I can’t hold in my eager 
moan. 


I grab the lube from the nightstand, unclick the bottle, and pour a fat glob 
on Hunter’s fingers. Then I bend my leg and push it toward my chest as I 
direct his fingers to my back entrance. He lets out a sigh but doesn’t stir, so 
I keep going until I feel the cool, slicked tips rubbing against me. 


I’m already loose from last night. And yesterday afternoon. And yesterday 
morning. I shift my hand, finding a better grip on his, two fingers gliding 
easily inside me. I turn my face into the pillow to silence the cry slipping 
out my lips. 


His sudden rumbly groan makes me shiver, and then his hand around my 
cock tightens as his fingers start pumping roughly inside me. 


“Waking up with you fucking yourself on my hand is my second favorite 
sight.” His voice sounds sexily groggy in my ear. 


“What’s the first?” I gasp when he adds a third finger and crooks them, 
brushing my prostate just right. 


“Waking up with my cock inside your hot throat.” His fingers speed up, and 
I open my mouth, letting out panting breaths. My eyes fall on the long 
mirrors on the wardrobe doors near the bed. 


It’s like watching porn and experiencing it simultaneously. 


We are a fucking sight. My pale, muscular body is enveloped and pinned 
down by his bigger, stronger dark one. His thick thigh keeps my leg up, the 
coarse hair scratching against my ass. I can see his black as coal fingers 
thrusting inside my gaping pink hole while his other hand is jerking me off 
at a slow pace. His mouth keeps sucking and nibbling my shoulder, his 
whiskers burn on my sensitive skin, and I tilt my head to give him more 
access. 


I catch sight of the dark bruises on my collarbones, pecs, and neck, and the 
pit of my stomach turns blazing and tightens. 


His eyes are almost shimmering when they catch mine in the mirror. 


“Wrap your arms back around my neck, just like that. Show me those big 
tits. Fuck, that bra is so damn sexy,” Hunter whispers and I can hear the 
hunger in every word. 


Hell, this man pussy kink keeps getting hotter and hotter. I feel on fucking 
fire. 


He releases my cock to skim his fingers slowly along the lace before 
closing them around my pec, squeezing, kneading, pinching my nipple, and 
pulling hard. 


My body arches, pushing his fingers more deeply inside me. My hands grip 
his nape, pinky brushing behind his ear, and I feel the bump from the small 
tracker Hunter let me insert under his skin. The fire inside me turns to 
inferno hot at the memory of him accepting my request. He did it for me. 
Because he knows that being able to find his location at all times alleviates 
my worries and soothes my controlling nature. Because he loves me. 


His fingers slide out, but before he can shove his dick in me, I roll and push 
him on his back, straddling him in reverse cowboy. 


He curses and spreads my ass cheeks as I drop more lube on his cock and 
then line it up with my hole. 


The moment he enters me, spearing my puckered ring as my muscles relax 
to give him access...that is when we connect and become one. I lose 
awareness of where I start and he ends. 


He’s like coming back home. To a home I never knew could exist. 


My walls yield, pulling him in, adjusting around his thick, long shape, and I 
release a dirty moan, twisting my hips slowly around, savoring his length, 
his hardness and thickness so deep inside me. 


“What a fucking front view, Red.” His grip on my ass tightens, and he 
pushes my flesh apart almost painfully. 


I turn toward our reflection once again as I start riding him slowly. His eyes 
are hypnotized by the way my hole sucks him in, taking him easily and 
greedily. I like this position. Grizzly under me, at my mercy, waiting for me 
to give him unimaginable pleasure. 


“Mmm. Fuck yeah, ride that fat cock.” He slaps my ass. “Harder, Red. Drop 
that wet pussy on it.” 


Such a dirty mouth. 


He suddenly sits up, giving me a show of his bulging muscles and flexing 
power. One hand goes up to grab my hair and pull my head back while the 
other grabs onto a headboard bar. 


I watch for a few more minutes before my admiration of Hunter’s brawny 
body turns into intense, deep lust and need. His cock feels so hard inside 
me, filling me to the maximum. I squeeze it, pulling a groan of pleasure 
from my man. I rock my hips back and forth, keeping him buried fully 
inside. Hunter spreads his legs wider, opening my thighs further, and 
pushing his dick even deeper. 


With his hold on my hair, he turns my face back, giving me a sloppy, wet, 
filthy kiss. I moan into his mouth as I start riding him like a bull—he 
definitely has the dick of one. He lets me set the pace, fast and rough. 
Hands pressing on his thighs, ass bouncing, dripping dick jouncing against 
my belly. 


My head rests on his shoulder, and Grizzly nuzzles my temple. His breath 
comes in pants as he groans, “You feel so fucking good. Got such a talented 
cunt.” 


I hear a sharp snapping sound, and when my gaze flies back to the 
headboard, I see the wooden bar has broken. He broke it. With his bare 
hand. His. Bare. Hand. 


So damn sexy! 


I suddenly smirk. I made him do it. Me. I impale myself on him harder now. 
The thought of driving him mindless makes my dick throb and ass clench. I 
feel his rough, work-hardened fingers brushing my cock too quickly, then 
my abs, trailing up to my chest and twisting around the front of the bra. He 


grips it firmly, plants his heels on the bed, and then? Then he starts 
ramming into me, shoving me down on his cock, forcing me to take all of it, 
using his grip on my bra. 


I throw my head back and let him use me. I love it when Hunter makes my 
smooth round butt into a used, wet, open pussy. 


His thrusts are getting deeper and deeper. If he keeps going, I’ll end up 
feeling it in my throat. Every buck of his hips pushes my sensitive, erect 
nipples against the lace of my bra, wrenching slutty moans from my lips. 


He suddenly stops. “Turn around,” he snarls, his hand cracking against my 
ass. It’s not easy, since my legs ache, but a moment later, I’m straddling him 
face to face. His deep eyes burning into mine. 


My hands rest on his shoulders as I lift to position him near my hole again 
and kiss him, sucking his big lip, gorging on his taste. 


He suddenly grips my hips and slams me down, stealing all the air from my 
lungs. He then tears the front of my bra, arches me back, and licks, sucks, 
plucks, and bites my nipples, growling low in his throat. 


I grind down, twist my hips, and begin a frantic ride as he keeps his mouth 
on my hard buds. It’s the usual, spectacular overload of sensations 
bombarding my whole body and mind. 


I’m dying to come. The friction between his cock and my tightening inner 
muscles drives me to insanity. And the way he’s hitting that sweet spot? The 
sight of my cock stroking against his belly and covering it in pre-cum? I cry 
out all my pleasure. 


He licks my neck and sucks hard. “So perfect. So mine.” I can feel his raw 
cock swelling in me, splitting me in two. Is that even possible? 


“The best feeling is you inside me,” I gasp as his hammering hips wind me 
tighter with every quick thrust. “I can’t ever live without it anymore.” 


I look straight into his eyes, and he blows out a breath loaded with emotion. 


“T can't wait to fill again this snug pussy.” Then he fucks me like there is a 
wild fever pounding his body, which gets to me as I start scratching his 


back with my nails, drawing blood. It only inflames him more. 


“Right there. Right fucking there.” He drives me to the perfect height until 
waves of blinding pleasure tear through me. My orgasm hits like a 
succession of fireworks exploding inside me. 


My cock lets loose, gushing out a stream of cum all over his belly and hairy 
pecs. “I love you. I love you so much, Hunter!” I scream looking straight 
into his deep dark pools. 


He spanks my ass without stopping the wild driving of his hips. 
“T love you,” I mindlessly repeat with a sob, lost in a world of ecstasy. 


He makes a deep, animalistic sound then jackhammers my ass like he owns 
it. And he fucking does. He has every right to do it, to use it for his own 
pleasure whenever he wants. And I fucking want. I need it. 


“My Ramiel. Mine,” he pants, his balls slap hard against my spread cheeks, 
and the filthy sound of my wet hole being pounded echoes through my 
house. 


“Then say it!” I cup his face with one hand and cover his hand on my ass 
with the other. 


“T fucking love you, Ramiel Masters,” he whispers with a desperation in his 
voice that shows how close he is to stuffing me full. 


“Then fill this pussy, so I can have you inside me all day.” I buck my hips 
once, twice. His eyes flutter closed. His grunts turn into a feral roar as he 
releases inside me. Jet after jet of cum bathes me inside, making me moan 
and squeeze my inner walls. 


“Keep strangling that cock,” he orders. His bruising grip on my butt turns 
just shy of painful, opening and closing my ass cheeks, squeezing them 
around his thick length, making my eyes cross at the feeling. I’m so full of 
him. “Take it all. Mmm.” 


Another hard slap falls on my already abused ass, making me yell, “Hey!” 


Hunter swallows my every breath, locking his mouth to mine, sending his 
groan down my throat. The kiss soon turns sweet, and we just savor each 


other’s tastes. 


I stay on him, keeping him deep inside me, filling me completely while our 
bodies come down from the unforgettable high. I close my eyes and let 
myself sense him. His sweaty body against mine, steel-strong arms around 
me, hot thighs under my butt, smooth back against my fingers. He smells 
like sex and man. My man. 


“Feeling my cum inside you as I slowly thrust up makes me crazy,” he 
grunts, holding me there against him, wrongly thinking I might move. I 
don’t want to be anywhere else but here, with my grizzly’s cock tucked in 
me. “But feeling it dripping on my balls turns me into a possessive fucker, 
Red.” 


I grin at him, giving him my triple-dimple smile—as he calls it—and 
scratching the stubble on his cheek. “You won’t hear any opposition from 
me, love.” 


We have grown so close in this short time, doing most things together. 
Trying new dishes, cooking—which I excel at—playing video games with 
the wicked trio with my feet, head, or whole body on his lap while he reads 
one of his enormous books, working on one of his cases or one of my 
donors, and going to see Loretta at the cemetery, she likes to listen to my 
animal fun facts. I told him I could clear his name, but Hunter declined my 
offer. He knows the truth, and I do too, and that’s enough for him. Fuck 
everybody else. 


I feel like half a person when he’s not near me, when I can’t see his intense, 
obsidian eyes, kiss his soft lips, stroke his palm, tempt him. It’s hard to 
explain. I do know Hunter feels the same, though. I’ve caught him sniffing 
my used, torn panties when I’m away—he always keeps a pair in his pants 
pocket. Yes, I use the security cameras I installed in his living room to 
check on him. He already knows I stalked him, this is not so different. 


I need to see him. I feel this unstoppable urge to watch him do mundane 
things, like yawning and scratching his sexy as fuck belly as he reads one of 
his thick books, bending his arm over the fridge door and leaning in as he 
chooses what to drink, or pulling down a clean shirt over his chocolaty 
chest as he gets ready for a new day. I’m so fucking smitten, obsessively so. 


I even let him distract me from watching my animal kingdom 
documentaries which is—as Lori would say—bonkers. 


After a while, he starts softening inside me and slips out. As soon as that 
happens he pushes two fingers into me. 


“T filled you up good this time.” He smiles proudly, pumping his fingers 
gently. 


“You always do.” I kiss his puffed lips. “I’m tender, but I need you to still 
be in me.” 


“My fingers and cock belong in this pussy.” His final statement makes my 
dick twitch, or maybe it’s the sudden, rough thrust of his fingers. 


“How about your tongue?” 
My phone starts buzzing. 


“No!” Hunter says, before rolling me under him with a swift twist of his 
hips and shoulders. “Serena, take care of it,” he orders her. 


He not only let me insert a tracker under his skin, but also the same 
microchip I use to be in contact with our AI all the time. He treats Serena 
like a daughter, and I might have made her notice that. 


“Yes, Papa Bear,” she replies, and he closes his eyes with exasperation. 


“Papa Bear is better than Daddy,” I remind him, as he grabs my wrists and 
pushes them above my head. 


“You said something about my tongue.” Yes! Yes, I did. “After you scream 
how much you love me again with my tongue deep in your pussy, Pl fuck 
your face. Would you like that?” he asks, knowing already that my answer 
is always a fuck yes! 


“Your black mamba must have hypnotized me, or maybe his venom has 
aphrodisiac properties,” I joke. 


Hunter’s phone starts vibrating. And then Serena’s voice makes us both 
jump. “Code three. I repeat, code three.” 


“Let us hear it,” I tell her with a sigh. Hunter is looking at me with 
confusion, and his brows furrow even more as we Start listening to the 
recorded conversation. 


“Fuck!” he cusses after a minute. “The universe is determined to punish me 
today.” 


“T’m the one with a crimson, aching ass,” I deadpan. 


I untangle my limbs from him and grab my phone. Two missed calls from 
Opal. Fuck, indeed. I drop my ass on the bed again. 


“Your cousin tried to call me.” 


“Me too,” he says, after walking to his cell that he left on the chair across 
from the bed. The call he makes to her is short and heated. 


“We need to go. But not before you explain to me how I listened to what I 
believe was a recorded talk among the triplets about freeing the animals 
Green FAB uses as lab rats.” 


“That’s a pharmaceutical company right? Getting a background on that 
company was actually on my list. But only because they are my brothers’ 
competition, and I wanted to be sure they—” 


“Ramiel.” My name in his gravelly, irresistibly sexy voice, and I feel the 
need to give him everything he wants. 


That’s why I blurt out, “I bugged your house.” I speedily slide off the bed 
and scramble further away from him and his large hands. My ass can’t take 
any more spanking for at least a couple of days. Okay, that’s a lie. A couple 
of hours. 


I hear his curse as I go to my wardrobe—now containing only two pairs of 
winter gloves—to grab a change of clothes. I may bend a little deeper than 
needed as an attempt to distract him. He loves to see my cum-filled hole 
just as much as I love to feel it. 


The silence behind me continues, and I think I’m succeeding with my 
distraction plan. I risk a glance back to find him staring at my ass with so 
much heat in his eyes, I feel my strong legs quivering. 


“You what?” He stands up and picks his pants up from the floor. The 
distraction didn’t work, damn it. 


I choose a pair of peach, Brazilian lace panties. “Only the living room. You 
said you like your new security system. Dare loves the way I improved it. 
My place has security cams everywhere too,” I say slowly, pulling the 
delicate lace over my thighs and hips, tucking my cock and balls in the 
front. 


“C-cameras too?” He swallows. He’s stopped buttoning his jeans while his 
eyes stare at the cream crop-top bralette with a hint of tulle that I'm hooking 
over my chest between my round pecs. Damn, I feel pretty good about 
myself with my boyfriend watching me like he wants to eat me. 


I smirk at him, feeling my sore ass ready for round two. But alas, that’s for 
later, even though seeing my cum on his chest is making my balls tingle all 
over again. I stalk toward him, like Jessica fucking Rabbit, all sultry and 
alluring. 


When I reach him, I pull his neck down for a quick kiss. “We’ve made quite 
a few sex videos. We can watch them later if you want.” He shivers against 
me, I hope with anticipation. Because damn, I want to see him fucking me 
in the ass so badly. I wink at him. 


“But now we need to stop the wicked trio before they leave your place.” I 
try to move away, but his hand wraps around my neck. Hell, I love it when 
he gets all domineering and brutish. 


“Your obsessive protectiveness has no limits, but I feel there’s a more 
stalkerish reason to it.” He growls against my parted lips, and his tongue 
comes out for a quick tangle with mine. Then he proceeds to spread his cum 
on my inner thighs and balls. His hand falls on my ass again—damn him. 
“We’ll talk about this later, Red.” 


After he lets me go, he takes a shirt from his drawer—yes, he has two 
actually—and pulls it on. 


“I told the boys I needed to research Green FAB more. They can’t go there 
blind.” He growls angrily. 


“So, they let you believe they’d wait, then decided to go alone.” I shake my 
head. “I should’ve put trackers on them too, I knew it!” I sigh. But that 
would have meant telling them what I do. What my family does. Hunter and 
I had decided to keep them in the dark as long as possible. They haven’t 
overcome their troubled past yet, we don't want to add more shadows to 
their lives. 


“Serena, find a way to bypass Green FAB security and to get inside the area 
where they conduct experiments on live animals.” 


“Sure thing,” she replies. 


“What did Opal say?” I ask him since I heard only his part of the 
conversation—grunts and hisses. 


“The boys and Lori...” he starts, and I interrupt him. 


“You left Lori with the wicked trio again?” My voice is filled with 
incredulity. He knows that Gremlin plus wicked trio means chaos. 


“That was yesterday. He came to help at the pet shelter. I didn’t know he’d 
spent the night.” 


“Tt’s like putting Dracula in charge of a blood bank.” I finish dressing in a 
pair of tight jeans and a thermal shirt. 


He sighs. “Opal went there this morning, and when she heard what the boys 
were about to do, she tried to stop them, with no success, obviously.” 


His cousin has been very busy after she got an anonymous tip with a list of 
names of dirty cops in her precinct—like her captain, who took her off 
Malcom’s case because Jasper paid him off. We have seen her only once in 
the last three weeks, when she announced she’d be leaving the force. She 
said she will help clean up her precinct and then take some time off to 
rethink her life and spend more time with her family. Hunter is trying to 
persuade her to work with him at his P.I. agency, and I think she’ll do it. 
Eventually. 


“Just so you know, Lori could easily turn Opal to the dark side.” 


“Well, she said that he’s still sleeping...in my fucking bed. So, he didn’t do 
anything this time.” 


I doubt it. 


“T need cake and coffee, Hunter Bear,” I let him know, opening the cabinet 
in my kitchen to choose from my tumblers. 


“We can stop somewhere on the way.” He’s so fucking good to me. 


When I’m ready, I walk over to the girls to check they have enough water. 
Then I grab my black duffle bag and start putting things inside. 


“You know, your tortoises would enjoy a bigger space,” Hunter suddenly 
says. 


I stop to look at him. “They would?” The garden outside is pretty big, but 
maybe when I get Kylie, I might need to expand. 


“Yeah, they could move more and meet new friends.” Friends? “At my 
place, I’d build them a bigger house, and a smaller one only for Khloe. Can 
even make a pond and plant more flowers, so you can see those butterflies 
drink their tears—” 


I cut him off again. “Are you asking me to move in with you?” I slowly 
walk toward him, tossing my bag on the sofa behind him. 


I follow his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. It’s easy to see how he 
feels about me now. I’ve learned how to interpret all his expressions, the 
little tics and breath hitches. But it’s more than that. I can sense it. Sense the 
way his body, words, actions...his beautifully intricate soul reach out to me. 
Sometimes, I can almost touch it. 


“We’re always together, and when we aren’t...1 now know you spy on me 
through the security cams in my house.” 


I huff, but my smirk stays. “Like you don’t ask Serena to check my location 
every hour or send me a hundred texts.” 


“You’re right. I shouldn’t have asked you to move in with me.” 


I frown, the corners of my lips drop. 


“Because that’s not how we do things, eh Red?” His thumb brushes my 
eyebrow. “You are moving in with me...and the boys. And that’s fucking 
final.” His hands grab my ass, yanking me roughly against him. 


“Well, since you ordered me so gently,” I sarcastically retort, but I’m so 
fucking happy, rainbows could come out of my ass. 


“We can still keep my place as a fuck den,” I suggest, and his half-hard 
cock seems to agree. I bite his chin hard, and when he hisses, I kiss the pain 
away. “Are you sure?” I taunt him. 


He grabs my hair and tilts my head up, pulling me onto my tiptoes before 
smashing our lips together in an unforgiving, ruthless kiss. 


I take that as a bear yes. 


We are ten minutes from his house, Hunter driving my new Jeep Wrangler, 
when Serena informs us that the wicked trio boosted my Porsche, which I 
left at Hunter’s yesterday. 


“Ash,” Hunter snarls. “I thought he stopped doing that.” 


“Tm actually impressed. My Porsche has a state-of-the-art car alarm. But 
also, a tracker and a cam.” 


I push a button on my phone, and the map shows us where they are going. 
They are five minutes away from us. I push another button, and I can see 
Ash and Ren inside my car, arguing of course. 


“Where’s Dare?” My voice booms inside the Porsche, making them jump in 
their seats. It sends me into a fit of laughter while Hunter tries to hide his 
with a cough. 


“What the fuck, Velma! I almost hit a hydrant,” Ash barks, looking around, 
probably trying to find the cam. 


“He’s driving Hunter’s bike behind us,” Ren replies. Not the Harley, since 
that’s at my place. Must be the one with the sidecar attached to it. 


“You are in so much trouble.” Hunter’s snarl makes my hair stand all over. 


“We couldn’t wait anymore. They torture and kill defenseless animals in 
those labs every day.” 


“We have to do something!” The two blonds sound very fervent about it. 
“And Gabe says I’m hot-headed,” I mumble. 


Papa Bear’s sarcastic tone is new to me. “Without a plan? How are you 
getting inside? With a rock through the shatterproof glass doors? Or were 
you hoping to flirt with the guard at the desk?” 


“That’s not a bad plan act—” I start saying, but Hunter’s glower makes my 
lips retract inside my mouth. 


“If the cops catch you, it’s prison time. You’re eighteen now and have 
priors,” he hisses and kind of roars them into silence when they try to talk 
again. 


“Stop the car where you are and wait for us there,” I tell them. 

“But...” 

“Do what he says. Now!” Hunter’s scary low command is met with silence. 
I close the communication with them but keep the video on. 


“Your furious papa bear voice is very close to your sex one. Is it really 
wrong of me to feel turned on right now?” I hazard. Yes, I like to play with 
fire. 


I can actually hear the crack of his teeth, so I pucker my lips and decide to 
give him some time. He stays dangerously silent for the next few minutes, 
but I can feel the air getting electrified in the small space of the car. 


He parks the car behind his motorcycle with the sidecar in a laundromat 
parking lot where a few other cars are scattered. He unclicks both our seat 
belts and grabs a fistful of my hair, while his other hand slides between my 
thighs until he has a firm, slightly-too-tight grip on my plumping cock. 


“When we are done here, Pll take you home, tie you to our fucking bed, 
and edge you with my tongue and cock so many times, you’! do whatever 
the fuck I say.” Like I don’t do that already. He squeezes my dick, and my 
eyes roll to the back of my head. 


Pleasure, pain, anticipation, want, and passion all explode inside me at the 
same time. But he’s not done yet. 


“Then Pl fuck both your holes until they overflow with my cum and lick 
all of it off you.” Is it very bad if I come in my pants? 


He gives me another hard squeeze before letting me go abruptly and leaving 
the car. I need a few minutes to compose myself, but I can clearly see and 
hear the way Papa Bear rips the boys a new asshole. Ash is the one that tries 
hardest to fight back, but in the end, he seems as regretful as the others... 
mostly. 


We know everything about the pharmaceutical company now, and Serena 
found a way to get us in. We can free those animals. 


I grab the duffle bag from the back seat and open the car door. “Okay. We 
don’t have much time,” I tell them. I place the bag on the hood and unzip it, 
waving them closer. Pulling out the padded box from inside, I open it. 
“Here, take one.” I hand them each an earbud and a bracelet with a mic. 
“Wear those, so we can be in contact when we are inside.” 


“We are going in?” Ren asks. 


“You were right. While we were trying to catch up to you, I discovered that 
this company has been using animals to experiment with new drugs on 
them. It needs to stop.” I nod. 


“T knew it!” Ash spits out while Dare kicks his foot against the sidecar tire. 


“Do you have a plan?” Ren asks, looking ready for anything. I have the 
wicked trio under me, and it’s such a thrill. 


“Don’t I always?” I smirk at my grizzly, and he sends a heated look my 
way. Hope he’ll keep his promise later and use my body thoroughly. 


Ten minutes later, I’m entering the Green FAB lab lobby. And while Serena 
is blurring the cameras and letting Hunter and the wicked trio in from the 
back loading entrance, I smile seductively at the man behind the front desk, 
trying to distract him from the video console. Serena’s facial recognition 
told me his name is Jeff Curtis, fifty-seven, married but likes to dunk his 
cookie into gay bars, specifically with muscular guys. 


I flex my bicep as I run a hand into my hair, letting my olive-green thermal 
slip up to show a strip of my ripped abs. His eyes focus on it and then lower 
to my cock. So fucking easy. 


“Hello,” I purr, imitating Lori—but failing to reproduce that same sexy 
vibration. It doesn’t seem to matter. Jeff jumps up from his chair and leans 
over the counter like he’s trying to get as close as possible. And I can’t fault 
him for that. Pm damn amazing. 


“Can I help you? I’m Jeff, at your service.” 
I hear Hunter’s annoyed growl and a snort in my ear, Ren’s perhaps. 


“Why, yes. I think it’s my lucky day.” I leer at him while dropping my bag 
on the floor. There’s a jammer inside that overrides the signal on his walkie 
talkie, so he can’t communicate with the other two guards inside the 
building. One of which, Hunter must have neutralized already. 


“How did Hunter not resist all that?” Ash sneers at me. 
“Little fucker,” I mutter. 
“What?” Jeff asks, confused. 


“Just an annoying fly in my ear.” I slide my finger on the shiny counter as I 
lower my voice. “I’ve forgotten my entry pass. Left it in my coat.” His gaze 
falls on the muscles outlined by my tight shirt, and he ogles the fuck out of 
me. “Do you think I can enter even without one?” 


“Well, I’m gonna need your name and...phone number, baby.” 
I giggle, when what I really want to do is roll my eyes at him. 


“Swipe left, Velma. Yikes!” Ren’s mocking is followed by an angry 
rumble...Hunter’s. The hair on my nape stands straight up hearing his 


delicious possessive growl. 


I gesture the guard to come closer over the counter and grab his necktie 
when a noise from behind him almost makes him turn around. “Have you 
ever seen a Pigmy monkey?” I whisper darkly as I see Hunter coming. 


Jeff shakes his head while staring at my lips. 


“You remind me of one.” I smile at him just as Hunter hops onto the back of 
the counter with one gravity-defying leap and pulls Jeff back with a large 
hand around his neck. The guard tries to unclasp Grizzly’s fingers from his 
throat but yields quickly, succumbing to the darkness. 


“You won’t be able to sit for a week, Red,” Hunter snarls at me. 


“Why do you think I did it?” I wink at him. “Don’t kill him. He’s a cheater, 
but not evil.” 


“Ts that part of your code?” he asks, and I nod. Hunter is quickly becoming 
a member of the family side business, asking questions left and right. I’m so 
damn happy I can share that part of my life with him. He lets Jeff collapse 
on the floor without a care—but still breathing. I take out a syringe from the 
bag and inject his arm with it. 


“What’s that?” Dare asks me. 


“A drug that creates confusion. When he wakes up, he won’t remember 
clearly what happened.” Sari modified a similar one used by the CIA— 
curtesy of Linda—and made it more effective and with fewer side effects. 


“Cool,” Ren utters. 


“Are you a secret agent? Like fucking Double O Seven?” Sounds like an 
accusation in Ash’s rude tone. 


“No. But I know one.” I smirk at him. “Let’s go!” I grab my bag and let 
Serena direct us to the basement through the stairs. We stop in front of a 
door. 


“Its a keyless mechanical door. Serena, check today’s footage of the 
cameras on this floor. Maybe one of them got a peek at—” 


“PII be faster.” Hollywood turns to Ash. “Give me your black eye shadow.” 


“Fuck no. That’s expensive,” his brother refuses. But after a short staring 
battle, in which it seems they are communicating telepathically, Ash huffs 
and yanks a small box from his pants and passes it to Ren. He shakes it 
hard, ignoring Ash’s grunts, and then opens it while moving close to the 
keypad near the handle on the door. He blows the black powder on it and 
fingerprints appear on only three numbers. 


“Simple and effective, Hollywood,” I praise him. 


Ren snorts at the nickname, but I can see the smile as he taps the number 
and unlocks the door after only two attempts. 


For his part, Hunter doesn’t look happy about it at all. Probably has to do 
with the fact that he wants the boys to stay out of trouble. 


As soon as we enter the lab, different kinds of animal noises welcome us, as 
well as the stench. Someone turns on the switch, and the sight of six cages 
way too small for the animals inside makes my body vibrate with anger. I 
count four malnourished ferrets, two pigs with black burns on their pink 
skins, a very angry and loud Capuchin monkey, a one-eyed chameleon, a 
herd of hairless guinea pigs, and three scared-shitless rabbits. 


“How are we going to get them all out?” The wicked trio brought only three 
crates from the shelter, not big enough for all of the animals. And the cages 
look to be nailed to the tables. I look around and see a metal cart with two 
baskets. “That.” 


“Dare, work your magic on the monkey. We’ll take care of the others.” Ash 
moves the cart near the pigs’ cage. 


“I have tranquilizers if you need,” I tell Dare as he starts slowly 
approaching the agitated Capuchin. 


“Do you always carry that with you?” Grizzly asks me. 
“Yeah, it’s a story for another time, though.” 


“Which I want to hear,” Ren says, pushing the cart carrying the two pigs out 
the door. 


“Serena will let us know if someone is coming, but let’s hurry up.” 


I grab a crate and move to the guinea pigs. They quickly gather in the 
furthest corner, trembling, the moment I open the cage. I see an ear missing 
from the black one and burns on their paws and cute noses. I’m tempted to 
wait for the heartless people who work here and make them taste the same 
medicine. “TIl shove it down their damn throat!” 


Ash must hear the outrage in my voice because he replies, “We’ve seen 
much worse.” He pats my shoulder and goes to the ferrets. 


I try to be gentle as I move the little piggies into the box; one bites me, and 
even though toothless, it keeps trying. It's a fighter. I like it. 


When I’m done, I turn to see that all the other cages are empty and Hunter 
is gesturing for me to go. Dare is keeping the elevator open with a very 
calm monkey eating a banana on his shoulder. 


We go to the first floor again and go out through the back door where my 
Jeep and Hunter’s bike with the side car are waiting. The guard they 
incapacitated when they got in is sleeping peacefully against the wall. I set 
the box down for a moment and inject him too with the drug before going 
outside. 


The wicked trio have piled up inside the Jeep with the rest of the animals. 
“We’ll stop to get your Porsche from the laundromat parking lot,” Dare lets 
me know through the open window as Ren drives away. 


What the fuck! 


“Get on, Red,” Hunter instructs me as he gives gas to the bike. I look at the 
sidecar, then at his outstretched hand holding the goofiest helmet I’ve ever 
seen. 


Thank Satan my brothers are not here, they’d never let me live it down. 


An hour later, we are in the green barn behind Hunter’s house. Dare 
explained to me that this is where they let the animals acclimate before 
moving them to the pet shelter next door. The place is filled with wide 
cages, mostly empty, fences, tanks, and even a couple of stalls, one 
occupied by a round paint pony. A small kitchen with a dining table and 


three narrow cots is on the opposite side near two huge, square sinks where 
Dare is washing his hands. The corner on the right has a long metal table 
where Ren checked the animals and a small cabinet with bandages and 
other medical essentials. It smells sharp, musky, a little too strong. Or is it 
coming from me? 


“What now?” I ask, taking a seat at the small dining table. It wobbles under 
my weight. 


Ren replies, squeezing the alcohol bottle a bit too tightly, “We try to find a 
vet who can give them a more thorough examination.” 


“Then new homes,” Ash adds from one of the cots in the kitchen where he’s 
doodling on a notebook. He does that a lot. He’s quite skilled. He just 
started his apprenticeship as a tattoo artist at a shop in Norridge. 


Hunter is sitting on the chair, stroking Maple silently. 
“So, you do this often?” It’s clear this isn’t their first rodeo. 
“Breaking and entering? No,” Hunter growls. 


I raise a confused brow at him. “I meant saving animals. How about 
microchips?” 


“Too expensive. We don’t have enough funds.” Dare turns to the Capuchin. 
It has no tail, and there’s a hairless stripe on its back. What the fuck where 
those scientists doing? 


“I can help.” My statement has three pairs of eyes and one pair of 
sunglasses turning toward me. “I can insert microchips in all your animals 
—leave it to me and my brothers.” I wiggle my fingers in the air. “We can 
even turn this barn into an animal rescue, get you some government 
funding, make your pet shelter known in the right circles.” My brothers go 
to charity balls and dinners, they can spread the word. “You’ve done a good 
job so far, but you need help.” 


The silence is deafening. Maybe I should have slid the ideas nonchalantly 
into the conversation, but my impulsivity as usual just burped the words out 
of me. 


“Are you fucking serious?” Ash’s smoky eyes are angry or dubious, I don’t 
fucking know. 


“T can even donate some money to help you a little.” And use part of the 
money Jasper transferred to his fake charity as well. The rest will go to real 
charities. 


“We do need help,” Dare quickly agrees, and Ren nods enthusiastically. 
“From the guy who used Maple’s sidecar?” Ash snorts. 


Maple’s sidecar? I gasp. “Why the fuck did you let me use your dog’s 
sidecar?” I turn an outraged glare at Hunter. “The carpet under my feet 
was...dog hair? And the stench wasn’t from the piggies I was holding?” I 
stand up and point an accusing finger at Hunter. 


“Told you I hate when you fucking flirt with another guy!” He shrugs, and a 
smug smirk slowly curls his kissable lips. I want to slap it right off his 
rugged, odious face! 


“You made me wear your dog’s helmet!” I bark at the vengeful fucker. “I 
can’t believe I found the sight of you driving a bike erotic. I need an hour- 
long shower, a bath after that, and another shower, and even that won’t be 
enough.” I glower at Maple. The dog is licking its paws, ignoring all my 
yelling. 


The wicked trio is full-on laughing, and I flip them the bird before storming 
out of the barn. 


“You’re still going to help us with the shelter project, right?” I hear Dare’s 
hopeful yell. 


“Of course, I am, you dicks!” I bite out without turning around. 


I keep walking, rounding the house, cursing and muttering the whole way. 
Planning my revenge. 


“Where the fuck you think you’re going?” Two feet away from my Jeep, 
Hunter grabs me around the waist, spins me, and hauls me up in his arms. 
Fuck, he’s so damn strong. The effortless way he manhandles me drives my 
traitorous dick wild. Insane idiot! I might put a cage around it. 


I could make Hunter lose consciousness with one press of my fingers on his 
shoulder, but he could also get hurt from the fall, so I opt for digging my 
nails into his back and biting his ear. Hard. Unbothered, he walks to the 
Jeep and opens the door to throw me on the passenger seat. 


“Let me go, you asshole!” I scream, kicking him in the thigh and pec. He 
roars like a damn grizzly, and after grabbing my legs, he forces his way 
between them, pushing me down with his bigger body. My arms are pinned 
under him, the seat belt buckle presses painfully against my shoulder, and 
my head bumps on the hard cup holder. 


“You—” He swallows my insult with a merciless kiss and keeps sucking all 
the air out of my lungs until I lie pliable under him. My legs wind around 
his, my arms are inside his shirt stroking his sides, and my mouth moves 
against his. My cock, hot and heavy, grinds against him. 


I feel everything, all of him. On me. Around me. In my heart and my very 
soul. 


“So fucking feisty,” he rumbles. “Love the way you fucking melt against 
me, Red. Remember what I promised I’d do to you?” 


“Promised?” I repeat mindlessly while trying to get his lips on me again. He 
pulls back. 


“Hours of edging await you.” His words make me quiver all over. My hole 
flutters, eager to start whatever he has planned. 


I drop my head back. Ouch! Damn cup holder. “I need a damn shower.” 


“You smell divine.” He nuzzles my neck, licking behind my ear, and letting 
out a dick-hardening groan. 


“Divine?” I give him a look that questions his sanity. Because I fucking 
stink. 


His large, hot, possessive hand strokes my thigh, and I’m putty for him 
again. Except my dick, that’s a hard pole of steel. 


“With a hint of wet fur,” the bastard adds with a short laugh. 


“Fuck you!” I say, knowing very well I’m the fucked one...or will be soon. 


“Didn’t I say I would, Red?” He tilts his head back and looks at me with a 
raised eyebrow. The mirth in his eyes undoes me more than his body. And 
the fucker knows it and uses it against me every time I’m pissed off at him. 


“T need to bring my stuff inside,” I tell him, thinking about the piles of bags 
we shoved in the trunk of my car before we went after the wicked trio. I 
told him we could do it later, but he just kept grabbing random things from 
my place and filled a few bags. The bossy bear, acting like he’s afraid I 
might change my mind. Like that could ever happen. 


I give an internal, incredulous snort. I’m irremediably, undoubtably, utterly 
fucking his. 


And his eagerness at having me living with him makes me so damn... 
happy. I almost feel those rainbows pushing out of my ass. 


He nods, and after giving me another scalding kiss, he pulls his heavy body 
off me, and gripping my hand, he yanks me out of the car. 


“You will wash that sidecar after you’re done with me.” 


A small smile tilts his lips. “Pll never be done with you, Ramiel Masters, 
Angel of Wrath.” 


THE END 


A free, hilarious extra epilogue will be sent with my newsletter in a month. 
If you haven’t signed up yet, go to my website and sign up. 


If you liked Three spread the word please, word of mouth really helps us, 
indie writers. 
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Thank you all for reading another story of my bloody, obsessed, possessive 
Angels of Wrath. I’m very grateful and relieved someone likes my crazy 
make-up world... ; ) 


I hope you enjoyed Rami and Hunter’s story. This book was so easy to 
write. Love Rami’s impulsive and teasing behavior, and Hunter is such a 
piece of candy...licorice which I adore! 


Next is Five! I’m so psyched about it, because the story will be extra 
spicy...and totally crackers. But who is Five? Only three brothers left. 


Thanks to my family for putting up with me when I’m in the zone...which 
happens very frequently. 


A big thank you to Katie my editor and beta reader, you are a true gem, and 
Lori (it was a total coincidence she’s gremlin’s name) my proofreader for 
her kindness and patience. 


Also my new PA, Hannah for all the hard work. 
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